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ACT EL 
SCENE, A Street in Rome. 


Enter Flavius, (1) Marullus, and certain 
OR MCTCYS. 
FLavius. 


—— ENCE; home, you idle creatures, get 
22 you home z 
Is this a holiday ? "what ! ! know you not, 
S| Being mechanical, you ought not waik. 
Upon a labouring day, without the ſign 
3 Of your profeſſiun ? your, what tiade 
art thou ? 
PE . Why, Sir, a carpenter. 
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, an d PR rule? 
What Joſt thou with thy beſt apparel on? 
Yeu, Sir, — V/ hat trade are you ? 1 85 
Cob. Truly, Sir, in reſpect of a fine workman, I am 
but, as you would ſay, a cobler. 
Mar. But what trade art thou? anſwer me dire: Yo 
Cob. A trade, Sir, that, I hope, I may uſe with a 
ſafe conſcience 3 w hich 1 is, indeed, Sir, a mender of bad 
ſoals. 


Flay. What trade, thou knave? chou nau. duty knave, 
what trade ? 5 


(1) Murallus. ] i hw, upon the Authority of Phun, &c, 
given 10 this Tribune, his right Name, Harullas, 


A 2 Ss | Cob. 
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Cob. Nay, I beſeech you, Sir, be not out with me; ; 


yet if you be out, Sir, I can mend ou. 

(2) Flav. What mean'ſt thou by that ? mend me, 
thou ſawcy fellow ? 

Cob. Why, Sir, cobble ycu. 

Flaw. 'Thou art a cobler, art thou ? 


Cob. Truly, Sir, all, that 1 live by, is the awl : I 


meddle with no nden s matters, nor woman's mat- 
ters; but with-all, I am, indeea, Sir, a ſurgeon to old 
ſhoes ; when they are 1n great darger, I recover them. 


As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather have 


gone upon my handy-work. 
Flav. But wherefore art not in thy ſhop to-day ? 
Why doſt thou lead theie men about the ſtreets? 


Cob, Truly, Sir, to wear out their ſhoes, to get my 


ſelf into more work. Put, indeed, Sir, we make holi- 
day to lee Cæ ſar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 
Mar. Wheretore rejoice !—— what conqueſt brings 
he home ? | | 
What tribuu es follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot- wheels? 


You blocks, yuu ſtones, you worle than ſenſeleſs things? 


O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rome 

| Knew you not Pompey? many a time and «ft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops, 
Your infants in your arms; and there have ſate 
The live-long day with patient exp-Qation, , 
To fee great Pompey pals the ſtreets of Rome: 
And when you ſaw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an univerſal ſhout, 

That Tyber trembled underneath his banks 

To hear the replication of your ſounds, 

Made in his concave ſhores ? wk 

And do you now put on your beſt attire ? 

And do you now cull out an holi-day ? 

And do you now itrew flowers in his way, 


—— comes in triumph over Pompœs blood? 


(2) Mar. What mean'ſt theu by that ?] As the Cebler, in the pre- 
ceding Speech, replies to Flarius, not to Marulſus ; tis plain, 


Be 


th! ink, this Speech mult be given to F aui 225. 


S — w,como 4k n 


0 
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Be gone 
Run to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague, 
That needs mult light on this ingratitude. 
Flav. Go, go, good cuuntrymen, and for this fault 
Aſſemble all tile poor men of our Sort; 
Draw them to Tyber bank, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till tne loweſt {ſtream 
Do kiſs the moſt exalted ſhores of all. 
| | [ Exeunt Commoners. 
See, whe're their baſeſt mettle be not m -v'd 3 
They vaniſh tongue-ty'd in t..eir guiltineſs. 
Go you down that way toy ds the Capitol, 
This way will !; dirohe tl images, 
If you do find them «leck'd with ceremonies. 
Mar. May we do fo? 
You know, it is the ;eaſt of Lapercal. 
Flav. It is no matter, let no images 
Be hung with Cæſar's trophies ; L'il about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ſtreets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Theſe growing feathers, pluckt from Ce/ar's wing, 
Will make him il, an ordinary pitch; 
Who elſe wou d ſoar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulneſfs. 
[ Exeunt ſeverall-, 


Enter rte, Antony for the Cour, 3 Por- 
cia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, a Sec. 


fazer. 


Ce/. Calphurnia, 

Caſe. Peace, ho! Ceſar ſpealks. 

C2/. Calphurnia, ———— 

Calp, Here, my lord. 

: Cæſ. tand you directly i in Antonius way, 

When he doth run his © ourſe A. 110. 
Ant. Ca ſar, my lord. | | 
Cz/. Forget not in your ſpeed, Antonius, 

To touch Calphurnia; for our Elders ſay, 

The Barren, touched in this holy Chaſe, 
Shake off their ſteril Curſe. 


3 Au. 


0 


— — — 
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Ant. I ſhall remember. 

When Cæſar ſays, do this; it is perform'd. 
Cf. Set on, and leave no Ceremon) out. 
Soo h. Coker, 
Ce/. Ha! who calls ? 

Caſc. Bid every noiſe be ſtill; peace yet again. 
Ce/. Who is it in the Preſs, that calls on me ? 

I hear a tongue, fhriller than all the muſick, 

Cry, cæſar. Speak; Cæſar is turn'd to hear, 
Soor h. Beware the Ides of March. 

Cæſ. What man is that? 

Bru. A ſooth- ſayer bids you beware the Ides of 
March. 
Ce/. Set him before me, let me ſee his nr. 


caſ. Fellow, come from tlie throng. look upon 
\ 


Ceſar. 
Ca. What ſayꝰſt thou to me now ? ſpeak once again. 
So:th. Beware the Ides of March. 
Ce/. He is a dreamer, let us leave him; pass. 
[Extant Cæſar ard 988 
Manent Brutus and Caſſius. 
caſ. Will you go ſee the order of the Courle ? 
Bru. Noth. © | 
Caf. I pray you, do. 
Bru. I am not gameſom; I do lact: ſome part 
Of that quick ſpirit that is in Anter; : 
Let me not hinder, Caſſius, your deure; 
Pl leave you. 
Caſ. Brutus, I do aber ve you now of late; 
1 have nut from your eye: that gentlen_.{ 
And ſhew of love, as 1 was wont to have; 
You bear too ſtubborn and too firange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 
Bru. Caffius, 


| Be not deceiv'd : if I have veil'd my Look, 


I turn the trouble of my countenance 


Meerly upon my ſelf. Vexed I am, 


Of late, with paſſions of ſome difference, 
Conceptions only proper to my felt ; 

Which give ſome ſoil, perhaps, to my behaviour: 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd, 
Among which number, Caius, be you cae ; 


Nor 


. 
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Nor conſtrue any farther my neglect, | 
Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at war, 
Forgets the Shews of Love to otter men. y 
Caf. Then, Brutus, | have much miſtook your paſſion ; 
By means whereof, this breaſt of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſed your face? 
Bru. No, Caſſius; for the eye fees not it ſelf, 
But by refl-xtcn from ſome other things. 
Caf. * Ins juſt. | 
And it is very much lamented, Brutuc, 
That vou have no ſuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, 
That you might fee your ſhadow. I have heard, 
Wiere many of the beſt Reſped i in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cæſar) ſpeaking of Brutus, | 
And groaning underneath this age's yoaak, 
Have wiſh'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes. - | 
Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cofiu:, 
That you would have me ſeek into wy ſelf, 
For that which is not in me? . 
Caſ. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear: 
And ſince you know, you cannot ſee your feit 
So well as by reflexion; I, your glaſs, 
Will modefl“ diſcover to your ſelf 
'I'hat of your ſelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be net jealous of me gentle Brutus : 
Were I a common laugher, or did uie 
To ſtale with ordinary oaths my love = 
To every new proteſtor; if you know, | 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after ſcaudal them ; or it you know, 
Ihat J profeſs my ſelf in banqueting 
Toall the rout, then hold me dangerous. 
[ FLurijh and fpout. 
Bu. What means this ſhouting ? I do fear, the People 
-huſe Cæſar for their King. 
_ Caf. Ay, do you fear it? 
Then muſt I think, you would not have it ſo. 
Bru. I would not,-Caffius ; yet I love him well: 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo w_ 
. 9a 4 What 


— 


7 


— - 
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What is it, that you would impart to me? 
If it be aught toward the General good, - 
Set Honour in one eye, and Death i'th' other, 
And I will look on Death indifferently : (3) 
Tur let tle Gods fo ſpeed me, as I love 
The vame of Honour, more than I fear Death. 
Caſ. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well a« I do know your cutward Favour. 
Well, Honour is the ſubjeR of my ſtory: 
I cannct tell, what you and other men 
Think of ti 1s life 3 but for my ſingle ſelf, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of ſuch a thing as I my ſelf. 
| wa: burn free as Car, fo were you; 
e Both have fed as well; and we can Both 
I'rd.ce the winter's cold, as well as he. 
For unce upon a raw and guſty day, (4) 


The 
(3) And Tvill lot en both indifferently ;] What a Contradicti- 
en to this, are the Lines immediately ſucceeding ? If He lov'd Ho- 
n ur, more than he fear'd Death, hcw cen'd they be both inc't- 
ferent to h'm? Honour thus is but in equzl Balance ta Death, 
\. ci is nt ipeaking at all like Hrutas: for, in + Solder cf ;ncore 
diary Pretennon, it ſhould always preponderate, We mut certain» 
ly read, 


Ard Tai lie en Death indif cently. 


hat eccafion'd the corruption, I preſume, was, the Tranſcribers 
imac ning, the Adverb indifferently muſt be applied to Two things 
cp e . But the Uſe of the Word dues not demand it; nor does 
«24:42 peare always apply it fo. In the preſent Paſſage it ſignifies, ze- 
r Hetinyꝝ; without Fear, or Concern: And fo Caſca after wards, again 
in this AR, employs it. 5 


Ard Dangers are to me indifferent. 


i. e. I weich them not; am not deterr'd cn the Score of Dancer. 
| WP Mr. Warburton, 

(4) For once upon a raw and guſty day, J This may, perhaps, 
appear a very cid Amuſcment for Tuo of the greateſt Men in 


Keme, Put it appears, this was an uſual Exerciſe for the Nobility, - 


that delighted in the hardy Ute of Arms, and were not enervated, 
tem this Paiſage of Horace. l. 1. Ode 8. | 


Cur tinct favum Tiberim targere * 


Upon 


Julius Ceſar. 9 


The troubled Tiber chafing with his ſhores, 
Ceſar ſays to me, dar'ſt thou, Caſſius, now 
« Leap in with me into this angry flood, 
« And ſwim to yonder point ? — Upon the word, 
Accoutred as 1 was, 1 plunged in, 
And bid him fol'ow ; fo, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roar'd, and We did buffet it 
With luſty finews ; throwing it aſide, 
And ſtemming it with hearts of controverſie. 
But ere we could arrive the point propos, 
Ce/ar cry'd, ** Help me, Caſſius, or I ſink. ” 
I, as Zneas, our great Anceſtor, 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his ſhoulder 
The old Archi/es bear, fo, from the waves of Tiber 
Did I the tired Cz/ar: and this man 
Is now become a God; and Cu, is 
A wretched creature, and muſt bend his body, 
If Ce/ar careleſly but nod on him. 
Fle had a feaver when he was in Spain, 
And when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did ſhake: 'tis true, "this God did ſhake; 
His coward lips did from their colour fly, 
And that ſame eye, whoſe Bend doth ade the W orld, 
Did loſe its luſtre; I di! hear him groan : 
Ay, tand that tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Mark him, and write his ſpecches in their books, 
Alas! it cry'd—** give me ſome drink, Tutinin— 
As a ſick girl. Ye Gods, it doth am-ze me, : 
A man of ſuch a feeble ten mper ſhould 
So get the ſtart of the Myjeſtick World, _ 
And bear the Palm alone. [Shaut. F. an. ih. 
Bra. Another general ſhout! 
I do bclieve, that theſe e 2Pp lauſes are 
For ſome new honours that are heap'd on Car. 
Caſ. Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow world 
Like a Co. Vas FO we petty men 


Upon which Hermarnus Figulus makes this Cumment 3 Nature. 
Nan P.ome prime Advleſcontiee j Juvvenes, [1 tur Cateras gynmaſticys 
d. cal. nat, Ham natare ſcebanr, ut ad Mi munera firmiores ap- 
t.oreſqz ec, And h- puts us in niind from vuctonius, how export 
a Simmer Jul. Caſar was. | Mr. kr purt.Hs 


A E | Walk 
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Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To fi:d our ſelves diſhondurable Graves. 5 
Men at ſome times are maſters of their fates : 
Ihe fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 
But in our ſelves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus and =, What ſhould be in that Cæſar? 
Wh) fhou'd tiat name be ſounded, more than yours ? 
Wie them together; yours is a> fair a name: 
Scunq them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will ſtart a Spirit, as ſoon as Cæſar. 
Now in the Names of all the Gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 
T nat he is grown fo great? Age, thou art ſham'd; 
Rome, thou hait loſt the Breed of noble bloods. 
N Wen went there by an age, ſince the great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man? 
When could they ſay, till now, that talk'd of ue, 
That her wide walls incompaſs'd but one man ? 
Now is it Rome, indeed; and room enough, 
Vhen there is in it but one only man, 
Ch! you and I have heard our fathers ſav, 
nere was a Brutus once, that would have trook's 
J eternal Cevil to keep his State in Rome, 
As caſily as a King. ” = 
Bru. That you do love me, I am rothirg jealous; 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim; 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times, 
I ſhall recount hereafter : for this preſent, 
I would not (ſo with love I might intreat you) 
Be any further mov'd. What ) ou have ſaid, 
] will confider ; what you have to ſay, 
== I will with patience hear; and find a time 
| Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this; 
Brutus had rather be a villager, | 
Than to repute himſelf a ſon of Rome 
Under ſuch hard conditions, as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. | 
Ca/. I am glad that my weak words — 
Have ſtruck but thus much ſhe of fire from Bratas. 


Fuer 
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Liter Cxſar and his Trains 


Bru. The Games are done, and Cz/ar is returning. 

Caſ. As they paſs by, pluck Caſca by the ſleeve, 
And he will, after his ſour faſhion, tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

Bru. I will do ſo; but look you, Caffius, —— 
The angry Spot doth glow on Cæſar's brow, 
And all the reſt look like a chidden train. 
Calphurnia's cheek is pale; and Cicero 
Looks with ſuch ferret, and ſuch ficry eyes, 
As we have ſeen him in the Capitol, 
Being croſt in conf'rence by ſome Senators. 

Caf. Caſca will tell us what the matter is. 

Ce/. Antonius, 5 

Ant. Cæ ſar? 
Ca ſ. Let me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleek -headed men, and ſuch as ſleep a nights: 
Yond Caſſius has a lean and hungry look, 
He thinks too much; ſuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Feir him not, Cæſar, he's not dangerous; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Ceſ. Would he were fatter ; bat I fear him not: 
Yet if iny name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man 1 ſhould avoid, 
So ſoon as that ſpare Caius. He reads much; 
He is a great oblerver ; and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no Fw, 
A thou doſt, Auteay; he hears no muſick: (5) 
Seldom he tmiles ; and ſmiles in ſuch a fort, 


RE 0 OO PET, he tears no Muſick :] This is not a trivial 
Oblervation, nor dees cut Poet mean barely by it, that Caffius wes 
not a merry, ſprightly man: but that he had not a due Tempera- 
ment of Harmony in h:s Compoſition : and that therefore Natniecs, 
GH uncorrected, are dangerous. He has finely dilatcd on this Senti- 
ment in his Merchant of Venice. . AF. 5. 
The Man, that hath no Muſick ir b1 ſelf, 
And is nit u' d with Concord of Focet Scunds, 
1s fit for Treaſons, Stratag me, and Spoils.z 
The Mcticns cf bis ait are duil as N Ehe, 
And His Affe chicus dark as Erebus 5 
Let ng iu Man be truſted, ——— 


1 | 
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Ls if ke mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpitic. 
That could be mov'd to ſmile at any thirg. 
Such men as he be never at heart's eaſe, 
Wahilſt they behold a greater than themſclves 3 
Aud thercicre are they very dangerous, 
: rather tell thiee what is to be*fear'd, 7 
Than what I fear; for always I am Cæſar. 
Coine on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ſt of him. 
[ Exeunt Cæſar and his Train. 


ths ent Brutus and Caſſius ; Caſca, 10 them. 


Caſca. You pull'd me by the cloak; z would you ſpeak 
with me ? 
Bru. Ay, Caſca, teil us what hath chanc'd to day, 
That Ceſar looks fo fad; 
Ca a. Why you were with him, were you not? 
ru. I ſhould not then ask Caſca what had chanc d. 
Casta. Why, there was a Crown offer'd him; and 
beir g effor d him, he put it by with the back of his hand 


tan, and then the people teil a a 


£71. What was the ſecond noiſe for? 

C:ice. Why, for that tco. | 

Cay: "They {routed thrice: what was the laſt cry 

tor 2 

CHEN Wi 1. Vs {cr tha t 00. 

Was the Crown cf: 4 him thrice ? 

4 10 135 Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, 
ederv ING, gentle than ther; and at every putting by, 
11 % e neigt erg re ſhouted 

Who cir. him the Crown? 

Caf. V ay, Antony. 

E. UA F el! us the manner of it, gentle Cafea. 

C2j/ca. I can as well be hang'd, as teil tre manner of 
it: it was meer foolery, 1 £11 not mark it. I ſaw Mark 
Antony offer him a Crown ; yet *twas not a Crown nei- 
ther, *rwas one of theſe Coronets; and, as J told you, 
Le put it hy once; but for al that, to m thi nking, 
be Would fain have had it. Then he offer'd it to 
lim »galn: then he put Kby again; but, to my think. 
I", be Was very log; to Jay tus fingers off it, And 


then 


771. 


14 


nd 


ry 
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then he offer d it the third time; he put it the third 
time by; and ſtill as he refus'd it, the rabblement hout- 
ed, and clapp'd their chopt hands, and threw up their 


| ſweaty night-caps, and uttered ſuch a deal of ſtinkin 


breath, becauſe Cæſar refus'd the Crown, that it had 
almoſt choaked Cæſar; for he ſwooned, and fell down 
at it: and for mine own part. I durſt not laugh, for fear 
of opening my lips, and receiving the bad air. 

Caſ. But, ſoft, I pray you; what, did Cæſar \:voon ? 

Caſca. He fell down in the market-p:ace, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 

Bru. *Tis very like; he hath the falling-ſickneſs. 

Caſ. No, Ceſar hath it not; but you and J, 
And honeſt Caſca, we have the falling ſickneſs. | 

Caſca. I know not what you mean by that ; but I am 
ſure, Ce/ar fell down: If the tag-rag people did not 
clap hin, and hifs him, according as he pleas'd, and 
difpleas'd them, as they uſed to do the Players in the 
Theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What ſa1d he, when he came unto himſelf? 

Caſca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 

2iv.d the common herd was glad he refus'd the Crown, 
he piuckt me ope his doublet, and offer'd them his 
throat to cut: An' I had been a man of any occupati- 
on, if I would not have taken him at a word, I would 


I might go to hell among the rogues ; and fo he fell. 


When he came to himſelf again, he ſaid,, If he had 


cone, or ſaid any thing amiſs, he deſir'd their Wor- 


« ſhips to think it was his inficmity.“ Three or four 


wenches where [ ſtcod, cry'd, “alas, good !! 


and forgave him wih all their hearts: bat there's no 
heed to be taken of them; if ſar had ftabb'd their 
mothers, they would have done no leſs. 
Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away ? 
Caſca. Ay. 
Ca. Did Cicero ay any thing ? 
Caſca. Ay, he ſpoke Grees. 
Ca/. To what effect? 
Caſca. Nay, an“ I tell you that, Ill ne'er look you 


"1 ti” face again. But thoſe, that underitood him, ſmil'd 


at one another, and ſhook their heads; but for mine 
on part, it was Greek to me, I could tell you more 
| 5 new3 
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news too: Marullus and Flavius, for pulling ſcarfs off 
Ca ſar's Images, are put to ſilence. Fare you well. 
There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it. 
„ you ſup with me to night, Caſca 2 
Caſca No, | am promis'd forth. 
Ca/. Will you dine with me to morrow ? 
 _ Cajea. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner be worth the enzing. | 
Caf. Good, I will expect you. 
Caſca. Do ſo: farewel Both. : 
| | "Bot. 
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grow n to be? 
Ee was quick mettle, when he went to ſchool. 
Ca/. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprize, 
However he puts on this tardy form: 
This rudeneſs is a ſauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ſtomach to * his words 
With better appetite. | 
Bru. And ſo it is: for this time I will ire you. 
To morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 
I will come home to you; or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Caſ. 1 will do ſo; till then, think of the world. 


[ Exit Brutus: 


Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet I ſee, 
Thy honourable Metal may be w rought 

From what it is diſpos'd ; therefore 'tis meet, 
Tnat nobie minds keep ever with their likes: 

For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc'd? 
Cz/ar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus. 

If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſſius, 

He ſhould not humour me. — I will this night, 

In ſeveral hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from ſeveral citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his name: Wherein obſcurely 

Ce/ar's ambition ſhall be glanced at. 


A nd, 


s off 


V ell. 


and 


15+ 


But men may conſtrue _ afler cheir faſhion, 
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And, after this, let £z/ar ſeat him ſure ; 
For we will ſhake him, or worſe days endure, 


15 


[ Exit. 


Thunder and lightning. Enter Caſca, bis k word dravon ; ; 
and Cicero, meeting him. 


Cic. Good wal Ca/:a; brought you Cæſar home; 


Why are you breathleſs, and why ſtare you ſo? 


caſca. Are not you mov'd, when all the ſway of 
earth 


Shakes like a thing unfirm? O 77ers ! 
have ſeen tempelts, w when the ſcolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I have ſeen 
Th' ambitious ocean ſwell, and rage, ang foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning clouds 

But never till to night, never till now, 


Did I go through a tempeſt dropping fire. 


Either there is a civil ſtrife in heav'n; 


Or elſe the world, too ſaucy with the Gods, 


In OY them to ſend deſtruction. 
. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful ? 
is A common ſlave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand, 
Not {cniible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Beſides, { 1 ka* not fince put up my ſword) 
4 oainft the Capitol I niet a lion, 
Who glar'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawn 


Upon a heap a hundred gaftly women, 


"Transformed with their fear; who ſwore, they ſaw 


Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ſtreets. 
And yeſterday, the bird of night did ſit, 


Ev'n at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Houting and ſarieking. When theſe Prodigies 
Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men ſay, 

“ Theſe are their reaſons, they are natural : ” 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 

Unto the Ciimate. that they point upon. 

_ Cie. Indeed, it is a ſtrange · diſpoſed time: 


Clen 
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Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes Cæſar to the Capitol to morrow ? 
Caſca. He doth: for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to morrow. 
Cic. Good night then, Caſca; this diſturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 
Caſca, Farewell, Cicero. [ Exit Cicero. 


Enter Caſſivs. 


Ca/. Who's there? 

Caſca. A Roman. 

Caſ. Caſca, by your voice. 

Caſca. Your ear is good. Caſſius, what night is this? 

Caſ. A very pleaſing night to honeſt men. 

Caſca. Who ever knew the heavens menace ſo ? 

Co/. Thoſe, that have known the earth ſo full of faults _ 
For my part, I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous night ; 

And thus unbraced, Caſca, as you ſee, 
Have bar'd my boſom to the thunder ſtone : 
And when the croſs blue lightning ſeem'd to open 
The breaſt of heaven, I did preſent my ſelf 
Ev'n in the aim and very flaſh of it. 
Caſca. But wherefore did vou fo much tempt the 
heav'ns? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the moſt mighty Gods, ꝓy tokens, ſend 
Such dreadtul heralds to aitoniſh us. | 

Ca/. You aze dull, Ca/ta ; and thoſe ſparks of life, 
That ſlould be in a Reman, you do want, 

Or elie you uſe not; you look pale, and gaz: 
And put on fear, and caſt your ſelf in wonder, 
To ſce the Rringe impatience of the beav'ns: 


But if you wou id conſider the true cauſe, 


Why all theſe fires, why all theſe gliding ghoſts, 
Wh birds and beaits, from quality and kind, 
Why old men, fool, and children calculate; 


Why all theſe things change, f-om their ordinance, 


Their natures and pre- formed faculties 

To monſtrous quality ; why, you ſhall find, 
That heaven has infus'd them with theſe ſpirite, 
To make them inſtruments of fear and War ning 


| Unto {ome monlirous Kate. Nen 


* 
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Now could I, Caſca. name to thee a man 


Mloſt like this dreadful night; 

That thunders, lightens, opens Graves, and roars 

As doth the lion in the Capitol; 

A man no migitter than thy ſelf or me, 

In perſonal action; yet prudigious grown, 

Ard fearful, as tkeſe ſtrange eruptions are. | 
Caſa. Tis Cs/ar that you mean; is it not, Caſſius ? 
Caſ. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 

Have thewes and limbes like to their anceltors ; (6) 

But, woe the while! our fathers minds are dead, 

And we are govern'd with our mothers ſpirits: 

Our yoke and ſuff rance ſhew us womanith. 
Caſca. Indeed, they lay, the Senators to morrow 

Mean to eſte b.iſh Cz/ar as a King: | 


And he ſhall wear his Crown by lea and land, : 


In every place, fave here in /zaly. 
Caf. I know, where I will wear this dagger then. 


Caſſius from bondage will deliver Caſſius. 


Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moſt ſtrong; 
Therein, ye God, you tyrants do defeat: 

Nor ſtony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 

Nor aiileſs dungeon, nor ſtrong links of iron, 

Can be retentive to tue ſtrength of ſpirit : 


Bat life, being weary of tueſe Worldiy bars, 


Never lacks power to di mis it ſelf. 


Tf I know t:15 3 know all tre world beſides, 


hat part of tyranny, that I do bear, 

I cen ſhake off at pleaſure. 
(aſca. So can I: 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 

The power to cancel his captivity. 

(6) Ezve thews and Linbs, - - - ] Mr, Pope has fuboin'd, to 

both his Editions, an Exploration of Thevs, as if it ſignifies, man- 

ners or capacities. Tis certain, it ſometimes has theſe Significations; 

but he's miſtaken ſtrangely to imagine it has any ſuch Senſe here: 

Nor, indeed, do I ever remember its being uſed by our Author in 

thoſe Acceptat'ons. With him, I think, it always ſignifies, Muj- 

eles, Sinews, b:dily Strength. So, in the 24 Part of Henry IV, 


Care I fir the Limb, the Theæwes, the Stature, Bult, and big em- 


blance of a Man? 
And in Hamlet; 
For Nature creſcent does nit grow alone 
In Thewes and Bult. | 
| TE Ca/. 
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Caſ. And why ſhould Cæſar be a tyrant then? 
Poor Man ' I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he ſees, the Romans are but ſheep ; 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Pegin it with weak ſtraws. What traſh is Rome? 
What rubbiſh, and what cffal? when it ſerves 

For the baſe matter to illuminate 

So vile a thing as cæſar? But, oh grief ! . 
| Vhere haſt thou led me? I, perhaps, ſpeak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know, 

My anſwer mutt be made. But I am arm'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. | | 
Caſca. You ſpeak to Caſca, and to ſuch a man, 
That is no fl.aring tell-tale. Hold my hand: (7) 

Be factious for redreſs of all thele griets, 
And J will ſet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheſt. 

Caſ. There's a Bargain made. | 
Now know you, Caſta, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleſt- minded Romans, 

To undergo, with me, an enterprize 

Of honourable dang”rous conſequence ; 

And I do know, by this they ſtay for me 

In Pompey's Porch. For now this fearful night, 
There is no ſtir, or walking in the ſtreets ; | 
And the complexion of the element | 
Is feav'rous, like the work we have in hand; 
Moſt bloody, fiery, and moſt terrible. 


Enter Cinna, 


Caſea. Stand cloſe a while, for here comes one in 
| haſte, 5 | 
Caf. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gate; 
He is a friend. Cinna, where haſte you ſo? 


PoE nee Hold, my Hand.] this Comma muſt certainly be 

remov' d. Caſca bids Caſſius take his Hand, as it were to bind then 

League and Amity. So afterwards, in this Play; | 
Give me thy Hand, Meſſala. 


Cn. 
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Cin. To find out you: who's that, Metellus Cimber ? 

Caf. No, it is Ca/ca, one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am J not ſtaid for, Cinna? 

Cir. I'm glad on't. What a fearful night is this ? 
There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange ſights. 

Ca/. Am I not ſtaid for ? tell me. 

Cin. Yes, you are. | 
O Caffius ! could you win the noble Brutus 
To our party — 

Ca/. Be you content, Good C. inna, take this paper ; 
And look you lay it in the Prz:or's chair, 

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at his window; ſet this up with wax 

Upon old Brutus Statue: all this done, 

Repair to Pompey's porch, where you ſhall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius there? 

Cin. All, but Mctellus Cimber, and he's gone 
To ſeek you at your houſe. Well, I will hie, 

And ſo beſtow theſe papers, as you bad me. 

Caf. That __ repair to Pompey's Theatre. 

[Exit Cinna; 

Come, Cafe, you and I will, yet, ere day, 

See Brutus at his houſe ; three Parts of him 

Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. 
Caſca. O, he ſits high in all the people's hearts : 

And that Weh would appear offence in us, 
_ His countenance, like ricneſt alchymy, 

Will change to virtue, and to worthineſs. 

Caſ. Him, and his worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well ed : let us go, 
For it is after mid-night ; and, ere day, 
We will awake him, and be ſure of him. 


LE xcuni. 
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MW 2 
SCENE, Brutus Garden. 
Enter Brutus. 


B Ru TuS. 


HAT, Lucius ! ho! | 
I cannot by the progreſs of the ſtars 
Give gueſs how near to day — Lucius, I ſay! 
I would, it were my fault to ſleep fo ſoundly. 
When, Lucius, when ? awake, I fay ! what, Lucius“ 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Ca!l'd you, my lord? 
Bru. Get me a taper in my Study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 


Bru. It mult be by his death : and, for my part, 


Luc. I will, my lord. | [Exit. 


T know no perſonal cauſe to ſpurn at him 


But for the gereral. He would be crown'd —— 

How that might change his nature, there's the queſtion. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adcer ; 

And that craves wary walking : crown him that 
And then I grant we puta ſting in him, 

That at his will ke may do danger with. 


Th' abuſe of Greatneſs is, when it disjoins 
Remorſe from Power: and, to ſpeak truth of Ce/ar, 
I have not known when his affections ſway'd 


More than his reaſon But 'tis a common proof, 
That lowlincf; is young ambition's ladder, 


Whereto the climber upward turns his face; 


But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 4 
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By which he did aſcend: fo Cæſar may: _ 
Then, leſt he may, prevent. And ſince the quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Faſhion it thus 3 that what he is, augmented, 
Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 
And tnerefore thi. K him as a ſerpent's egg, 
Which, hatch d, would, as his kind, grow miſchieyous ; 
And kill him in the ſhell. 9 


* 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. The taper burneth in your cloſet, Sir: 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, hus ſeal d up; and I am ſure, 

It did not lie there, when I went tob d. 


[ Gives him the letter. 
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is nat day: 

Is not to morrow, boy, the Ides cf March? (8) 

Luc. I know not, Sir. 


Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. [ Exit. 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 
Give ſo much light, that I may read by them. 


[Opens the letter, and reads. 


($) Is mt to morreww, Boy, the firſt of March? ] I dare pronounce a 
palpable Blunder here, which None of the Editors have ever been a- 
ware of. Brutus enguires whether the firft of March be come, and the 

Boy brings hin word 'tis waſted 15 Days. Allowing Brutus to be a 
moſt contemplative Man, and his Thoughts taken up with high 
Matters, yet I can never agree, that he fo little knew how Time 
went, as to be miſtaken a whole Fortnight in the Reckoning, 1 
make no Scruple to aſſert, the Poet wrote 1des. But how could 
1des, may it not be objected, be corrupted into it? What Similitude 
in the Traces of the Letters ?. This Difficulty may very eafily be 
ſolv'd, by only ſuppoſing that the Word [des in the Manuſcript Copy 
happen'd to be wrote contractedly thus, js: The Players knew the 
Word well enough in the Contraction ; but when the MSS came to 
the Preſs, the Compoſitors were not fo well informed in it : They 
knew, that jſt frequently ſtood for F; and blunderingly thought 
that js: was meant to do ſo too: and thence was deriv'd the Cor- 
ruvtion of the Text. But that the Poet wrote Ides, We have This in 
C::nfirmation. Brutus makes the Enquiry on the Duivn of the very 
Dy, in which Ceſar was kill'd in the Capitol. Now *tis very well 
known, that this was on the 15th Day, which is the Les, of March. 
I ought to acknowledge, that my Friend Mr. Vurburten likewiſe 
ſtarted this very Emendation, and communicated it to Me by Letter. 


Erutus 


A Ms Fo Y 5 
— 7 An C L/Are 

Berta, 3 £ 77 ; aule, and fer thi fe. 
= /pcak, ſerie, redreſi. 


Br utue?, 71 e A: at.ate. 


ch irigaig s have been often dropt, 
Were I rave ock them up: 
Shall Rome Sho muſt I piece it out. 


„ Shall Pome ſtand under cre man's awe ? wat! Rome? 


y anceſtors did trum the ſtreets of Rome 

he Tarquin Give, en he was caird a King. 

"pea, ftrite, redrel: am | entreated then 

'l © ſpeak, and ſtrike? O Reme! I make tice promiſe, 
It the redreſ- Will follow, thou receiy'it 

"Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus? 


Enter Lucius, 
Luc. Sir, March i is waſted fourteen days. (9) 


[ knocks within, 
Bro. 'Tis gocd. Go to the gate; ſore bed kuccks. 
[Exit Lucius. 
Since Caſſius firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, (10) 
| lave not ſlept. — 
Between the acting of 4 dreadful thing, 
And the firſt motion, all the interim is 


(9) Sir, March is waſted fifteen days.] The Editors are lightly 
miſtaken : It was waſted but 14 Days; this was the Dawn of the 
15th, when the Boy makes his Report. 

.) Since Cafſius firſt did zu bet me againſt Cæſar, 
I hade nt ſlept.] 


This i; not to be tal:en literally : but only that it had, at Fits, broke 


his Reſt. Some Readers might, perhaps, imagine, that, ( becauſe 
Brutus, in his laſt Scene with Caſſius, ſaid, that he would on the Mor- 


row ſtay at home for Caſſius 3 and becauſe Caſſius here comes home to 
him) this was the Day immediately ſucceuling That, on which 
Caſſius open'd the Secret of the Conſpiracy to him. But, however 


any Circumſtances in any preceding Linc; may countenance ſuch an 


Opinion, it would be a great D:minution to the ſedate Character of 
Brutus, to be let into a Plot of ſuch ſerious Moment one day, and to 
be re: ly to put it in Fxecutiun on the Next. The Poet inter.dedno 
ſuch raſh Conduct. We irc to obſ⸗ Tye, from the firſt Act, that Caſſius 
open'd the Plot to him on the Feaſt of the Lupercalia, which Solem- 
nity was held in February : and C ſar was not atfafiin'd, as has been 
ober: d, till ths M:dile of March. Some of the Cabo with 
what Certa! ünty I dare not __ 5 to ſay, fix down this Feaſt to the 
XVtb bctore the Calen. of 57s (i. e. the I ʒth of Febr.) if io, 
the Interval betwist that, and the Time when Cæſar was mur- 
ther'd, is 29 Day, Like 
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. Sit, tis Four brother 1 2% at the door. 
Who coth te tee 808. 
7 7a ig 
L:.c. No, Sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them ? 
Tc: No, Sir, their Hats are pluc kt about theus car; 
And half their faces buried in their Clotks ; 
That by no means I may diicover them 
By any mark of favour. 2 
Bri. Let them enter. [Fu Lucius, 
They are the faction. O Conſpiracy |! | 
Sham'ſt thou to ſhew thy dang? rous brow by night, 
When Evils are molt free ? O then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark cnough, 
To mask thy monſtrous viſage ? ſeek none, Confpirae 3 
Hide it in ſmiles and Aﬀability : 


For if thou path, thy native ſemblance on, I 
Not Erebus it ſelf were dim enough i 
To hide thee from prevention. f 
Enter Caſſius, Caſe, Decius, Cl Metellur „ du Lie I 
bonus, F 


Caſ. I think, we are too bold upon your Rell ; 
Gcod morrow, ſows: do we trouble you * 

Bru. I have heen up this hour, awake all night 
Know I theſe men, that me along with you tf | Afade. 

Ca/. Yes, every man of them; and na man here, 
But hcnours you: and cvcry d. e doth with, 
Ycu ad but that Opin n of your ſelf, 
Wrica every noble Koman bear: of you. 
Tuts is Treberin:. 

Bru. Hei: Welcome bither 

ca/. Th., D. iu. Erutu:. 
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Bru. He is welcome too. F 
Caſ. This, Caſca; this, Cinna ; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 
ru. They are all welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpoſe themſelyes 
Betwixt your eyes and night? | 
Ca/. Shall I enticat a word? [They whiſper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eait: doth not the —* — 
nere? (11) 
Caſca. No. 
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it t doth; and yon grey lines, 
That fret the Clou s, are meſſengers of day. 


"aſca. Yoa ſhall conteis that you are both deceiy'd : 


Here, a- I point my ſword, the Sun ariſes, 
Whic i is a great way growing on the South, 
Weigaing the youthful ſeaſon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents his fire, and the high Eaſt _ 
Stands as the Capitol, directly here 
Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Caſ. And let us ſo ear our reſolution. 
Bru. No, not an oath: if that the face of men, 
The ſufferance of our ſouls, the time's abuſe, — 


(11) Here lies the Eat : ] Mr. Rymer, in his 18 of the 
Tragedies of the laſt Age, p. 153, has left an invidious and paltry 
Remark on this Paſſagc. Here the Reman Senators, ſays He ) the 
«© Midnight before Cæſar's Death, (met in the Garden of Brutus to 
6e ſettle the Matter of their Conſpiracy „) are gazing up to the Stars, 
© and have no more in their Heads than to wrangle about which is 
© the Eaſt and Weft. This is directly, as Bays tells us, to ſhew the 


«© World a Pattern here, how Men ſhouid talk of Buſineſs. But it 
* would be a wrong to the Poet, not to inform the Reader that on 


© the Stage the Spectators ſee Brutus and Caſſius all this while at 
© whiſper together.“. . I cannot help having the utmoſt Con- 
_ tempt tor this poor ill jndg d Sneer, It ſhews the Height of good 
Manners and Politeneſs in the Conſpirators, while Brutus and Caſſius 
whijper, to tart any occaſional Topick, and talk extempore ; rather 


than ſeem to liſten to, or be deſirous ot overhearing, what Caſſius draws 


Brutus aſide for. And, it I am not miſtaken, there is a Piece of Art 
ſhew in this whiſper, which our Cawid/er either did not, or would 
not, ſee into. 'The Audience are already apprized of the Subject on 
Wh. ch the Faction meet: and therefore th's whiſperis an Artifice, to 
prevent the Preliminaries, of what they Knew betorchand, being for · 
mally repeated. 
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If theſe be motives weak, break off betimes ; 
And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed: 
So let high - ſighted tyranny range on, (12) 
'Till each man drop by lottery. But if theſe, 
As I am ſure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to ſteel with valour 
The melting ſpirits of women; then, cquntrymen, 
What need we any ſpur, but our own cauſe, 
To prick us to redreſs? what other band, 
Than ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter? and what other oath, 
Than honeſty to honeſty engag'd, 

That this (ball be, or we will fall for it ? 

Sy ear prieſts, and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls 
That welcome wrongs : unto bad cauſes, fwear ' 
Such creatures as men doubt; but do not tain 

The even virtue of aur enterprige, 
Nor th' inſuppreſſive mettle of our ſpirits ; 

To think, that or our cauſe, or our performance, 
Did need an oath. When ev'ry drop of blood, 
That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears, 

Is guilty of a ſeveral baſtardy , 


If he doth break the ſmalleſt particle 


Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 
caſ. But what of Cicero? ſhall we ſound him? 
I think, he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Caſca. Let us not leave him out. 
Cin. No, by no means. 
Atſet. O let us have him, for his ſilver hairs 
Will purcha'e us a good opinion, 
And buy mens voices to commend our deeds : 


72) So let high fighted Tyranny - - -] Tho? I have not diſ- 
turb'd this Epithet in the Text, yet, I ſuſpect, our Poet either 
_ wrote, as Mr. Warburton hinted to me, bigb-fieged; or elſe, bigh» 
ſeated. So Caſſius, in the former Act, ſays ; 
And, after this, let Cæſar ſeat bim ſure ; 


So in Macbeth, 
— - == and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the leaſe of Nature; 

And again, 8 | 


Great Tyranny „lay thou thy Baſis ſure, 
and in many other Paſſages. | 


It 


Julius Ceſar. 
It ſhall be ſaid, bis judgment rul'd vur hands; 3 
Our youths and wildneſs ſhall no whit appear, 


I 
But all be buried in his gravity. 1 
Bru. O, name him not: let us not break with f 
him ; ; I 

For he will never follow any thing, 
That other men begin. | ] 


Caſ. Then leave him out. 
Caſca. Indeed, he isnot hit. 
Dec. Shall no man elſe be touch d, but only Cæſar D 
Ca/. Decius, well urg'd : Ithink, it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, ſo well belov'd of Cofer, 
Should out-live Ca/ar : we: ſhall find cf him 
A ſhrewd cantriver. And you know, his means, 
If he improve them, may well ſtretch ſo far, 
As to annoy us all; which to prevent, 


Let Antony and CH fall together. 
Bru. Our courſe will ſeem too e Carus 
Caſfus. ; 


Jo cut the head off, * then hack the limbs ; 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Ceſar. 
Let us be ſacrificers, but not butchers, Caius; 
We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Cz/ar, 
And in the ſpirit of man there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Cœſar's ſpirit, 
And not diſmember Cz/ar / but alas 
Cz/ar muſt bleed for it. And, gentle friends. 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; ; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a carkaſs fit for hounds. 
And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 
Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 
And after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 
Our purpoſe neceſſary, and not envious : 
W hich, fo appearing to the common eyes, 
We ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
For he can do no more than Cejar's arm, 
When Cæ ſar's lead is off. 

Ca/. Yet do fear him; 
For in th' ingraſted love he bears to g 


Bru, 


— — ſ＋fwhàé„ 
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Bru. Alas, good Caſſius, do not think of him: 
If he love C/ar, all that he can do 
Is to himſelf, take thought, and die for Cæſar: 
And that were muehb, he ſhould ; for he is giwn 
To ſports, to wildneſs, and mach company. 

Jeb. There is no fear in him; let him not die; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 


5 LC Ari ges. 

Bru. Peace, count the clock. e 
Caſ. The clock hath ſtricken three. 

Treb. 'Tis time to part. 
Caf. But it is doubtful yet, 

If Cæſar will come forth to day, or no: 

For he is ſuperſtitious grown of late, 

(Quite from the main opinion he held onee 

Of fantaſie, of dreams, and ceremonies :) 

It may be, theſe apparent prodigies, 

The unaccuſtom'd terror of this night, 

And the perfuaſion of his augurers, | 

May hold him from the Capitel to day. 

Dec. Never fear that; if he be ſo reſolv'd, 

I can o'er-ſway him; for he loves to hear, 

That unicerns may be betray'd with trees, 

And bears with glaſſes, elephants with holes, 

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers. 

But when J tell him, he hates flatterers, 

He ſays, he does; being then moſt flattered. 

Leave me ta work: | 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. | 
Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there te fetch him. 
Bry. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoſt ? 

Cin. Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then. 8 
Met. Cains Ligarius doth bear Cæſar hard, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along to him: 

He loves me well: and J have giv'n him reaſons ; 

Send him but hither, and I II faſhion him. | 
Caf. The morning comes upon's ; we'll leave voi. 

Brutus: 3 


B 2 | Ane, 
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And, friends! diſperſe your ſelves; but all remember 

What you have ſaid, and ſhew your ſelves true Romans, 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look treſh and merrily ; 

Let not our looks put on our purpoſes ; 

But bear it, as our Reman actors do, 

With untir'd ſpirits, and formal conſtancy ; 

And ſo, good morrow to you every one. [Exeunt., 


Manet Brutus. 


Boy ! Lacius ! faſt aſleep? it is no mom, 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew ef Slumber : 
Thou hait no figures, nor no fantaſies, 

Which buſie care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt fo ſound. 


Enter Porcia. 


Por. Brutus, my lord! 
Bru. Porcia, what mean you? wherefore riſe you 
| now ? | 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cod morning, 
Per. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, 
Brutus, 


Stole from my bed : and, yeſternight at ſupper, 
You ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd about, 


Muſing and fighing, with your arm a-croſs: 
And, when 1 ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
I urg'd you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impaticutly ftamp'd with your foot: 
Vet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not; 
But with an angry waſture of your hand, 
Gave ſign for me to leave you: ſo I did, 
| Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience, 

Which leem'd too much inkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour ; ; 
Which ſometimes hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk. nor ſleep ; | 
And could it woik ſo much upon your ſhape, 
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As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I thould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brutus is wiſe, and were he not in hea'th, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bra. . Why, ſo I do: good Porcia, go to bed. 

Por. Is Brutus fick ? and is i: phy ſical 
To walk unbraced, and ſuck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus ſick — 
And will he ſteal out of his wholſom bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged ait, 
To add unto his ſickneſs? no, my Brutus, 
Vou have ſome ſick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of : and, upon my knees, 
1 charm you, by my once-commended beauty, (1 3) 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, your ſelf, your half, 
Why you are heavy: and wuat men to night 
Have had reſort to you: for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſs. 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Porcia. 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, t Il me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you? am I your ſelf, 
But, as it were, in ſort or limitation? 
To keep with you at meals, conſort your bed, (14) 
And talk to you ſumetimes ? dwell I but in the ſuburbs 
Of your good pleaſure? if it be no more, 
Porcia is Brutus harlot, not his wife. 


1 1 Bra. 


(13) I charge you.] Thus Mr. Pope has correſted, in both his 
Editions ; but I ve reſtor d the Reading of the Old Books, Icharm 
E Le 1 conjure you by the Magick of, Cc. 

(14) - - - = - comfort your Bed, | 

. ——— | 


This 
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Bru. Vou are my true and honourable wife; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my ſad heart. 
Por. If this were true, then ſhoald E know this ſe- 
cret. 
I grant, Iam a woman; but withal, 
:\ woman that lord Þ-utus took to wife: 
I zrant, | am a woman ; but withal, 
A woman well reputed ; Cat's daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my lex, 
| Peing fo father'd, and fo husbanded ? 
Tell me your counſels, I will not diſcloſe them: 
have made ſtrong proof of my conſtancy, 
Giving my ſelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with Patience, 
Ind not my husband's ſecrets ? 
Bru. O je Gods! 
Render me worthy of tlis noble wiſe. rock 
Hark, hark, one Kaocks: Porcia, go in a while; 
And, by and by, thy boſom ſhall partake 
The !ecrets of 1 my heart. 
All my engagements I will conſtrue to thee, 
All tae charactery of my ſad brows. | 
Leave me with hafte. „ [ZE x:t Porcia. 


Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 


Lucius, who's there that knocks ? 
Luc. Here is a ſick man, that would ſpeak with you. 


This is but an odd Phraſe, and gives as odd an Idea. The Word, 
I have ſubſtituted, ſeems muah more proper; and is one of our Poet's 
own Uſage ; which makes me ſuſpect, hg employ d it here. 
So in his Comedy of Errors; 
And, afterwards, conſort ycu till Bed- time. 
And ſo in his Poem „ call'd Venus and Ads; 
W bo bidi tt em frill conlort T#ith ugly Night ; 
and ſo afterwards, again, in the fifth Act of this Play. 
TI? mighty Eagle: fell; and there they perch'd ; 
Gorging and feeding from aur Soldiers bands, 
| M bo to Philippi here con ſorted us, 
And, in Midſummer Night's Dream; 
and muft for a, e oonſort with black brot d Night, 


Bra. 


ew 
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Bru. Catus Ligarius, that Metellus ſpeak of. 


Boy, ſtand aſide. Caius Ligarius ! how? 


| Cai. Vouchiafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you choſe out, brave Crus, 
To wear a kerchief ? would, you were not ſick ! 
Cai. I am not ſick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of homour. | 
Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you an healthful ear to hear of it. 
Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 


I here diſcard my ſickneſs. Soul of Rome 


Brave ſon, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 
Thou, like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur d up 
My mortified ſpirit. Now bid me run, 


And ] will ſtrive with things impoſſible; 
Vea, get the beiter of them. What's to do? 


Bru. A piece of work, that will make ſick men 
Whole. | 
Ca. But iy not ſome whole, that we muſt make 
ſick ? oh | 

Bru. That muſt we alſo. What it is, my Cars, 

I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 

To whom ut: muſt be done. 
Cai. Set on ycur foot, 

And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you, 


To do I know not what: but it ſufkceth, 
That Brutus leads me on. | 


Bra. Follow me then. [Exeant. 
SCENE changes to Czfar's Palace. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Cæſar. 
Cæſ. OR heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace 

to night; 


Thrice hath Calhburnia in her ſleep cry'd out, 
* Help, ho; they murder Cæſar. Who's within ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My lord? — 
N | 7 


1 Julius Cæſar. 


Ceæſ. Go bid the prieſts do preſent iactifice, 
And bring me their opinions of ſucceſs. 


Ser. 1 will, my lord. [Exit, 
Enter Calphurnia. 
Cal. What mean you, Ceſar ? think you to walk 


forth? 
You ſhall not ſtir out of your houſe to day. 
Ca ſ. Cæ ſar ſhall forth; the things, that threatned me, 
Ne'er lookt but on my back : when they ſhall ſee 
The face of Cæſar, they are vaniſhed. 
Cal. Cæſar, I never ſtood on ceremonies, 
Vet now they fright me: there is one within, 
(Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen) 
Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſeen by the Watch. 
A lioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets, | 
And Graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and ſqu:drons and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol: 
The noiſe of battle hurtled in the air; 
_ "Horſes did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
And Ghoſts did ſhriek, and ſqueal about the ſtreets. 
O Cæſar ! thefe things are beyond all ule, 
And I do fear them. | | 
Cæſ. What can be avoided, 
| Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods? 
Vet Cæſar ſhall go forth: for theſe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cæſar. . 
Cal. When Beggars die, there are no comets ſeen; 
The heav'ns themſelves blaze forth the death of Princes. 
Ce/. Cowards die many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never taſte of death but once: 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange, that men ſhould fear: 
Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 


; Enter 


er 


betwixt two Armies. 


Julius Cz/ar. 


Enter a Servant, 


What ſay the Augurs ? 
Ser. They would not have you ſtir forth to day. 

Plucking the entrails of an Offering forth, 

They could not find a heart within the beaſt. 

| [ E xit Sor want - 

cæſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardiſe : | 

Cæyar ſhould He a beaſt without a heart, 

If he ſhould ſtay at home to day for fear 

No, Cæſar ſhall not; Danger knows full well, 

That Cæſar is more dangerous than he. 

(15) We were two lions litter'd in one day, 

And I the elder and more terrible; 

And Cæſar ſhal! go forth. 
Cal. Alas, my lord, | 

Your wiſdom is conſum'd in confidence : 

Do not go forth to day ; call it my fear, 

That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own. 


We'll ſend Mark Anthony to the Senate-houſe, 


And he will ſay, you are not well to day : 

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 
Ce/. Mark Antony ſhall fay, I am not well; 

And for thy humour, I will (tay at home. 


Enter Decius. 


Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. . 
Dec. Cæſar, all hail! good morrow, worthy Cæſar; 


* 


I come to fetch you to the Senate- houſe. 


{ 15) A heard t4vo Lions . .. ] The firſt Folio, . Ve beare..c 
The Copies have been all corrupt, and the Paſſage, of courſe, unin- 
to]ligible. But the flight Alteration, J have made, reſtores Senſe to 
thc whole, and the Sentiment will neither be unworthy of Shakeſpeare, 


nor the Boaſt too extravagant for Ceſar in a Vein of Vanity to utter: 


that He and Danger were Twin whclps of a Lyon, and He the El- 
der, and more terrible of the Two. A fimilar Thought again occurs 
in Antony and Cle:pati a, about Victory for a while ſtanding ſu ſpended 
Mien Vantage like a Pair of Twins aper d, 

Hot b as the ſame, or rather ours the Blder. = 
I made this Emendation formerly in my SHAKESPEARE Reftor'd ; 


and the igenious Pr. Thiriby,, without having ſeen it, ſtruck. out 


the lane Conlęcture- | 
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Ce/. And you are come in very happy time, 
To beer my Greeting to the Senators, 
Ard tell them that I will not come to day; 
Cannot, is falſe; and that I dare not, falſer; 
I will not come to day; ; tell them ſo, Decius. 
Cal. Say, he is ſick. 
Ce/. Shall Cz/ar fend a lye ? 
Have I in conqueſt ſt; etch d mine arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell A ap the truth? 
Decius, go tell them, C--/y will not come. 
Dec. Moſt mighty cſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
Leſt I be lauge tet, when I tell them fo, 
Cef. The cauſe 1s in my will. I will not come; 
That is enoug i to ſatisfy the Senate. 
But for your private ſatisfaction, 
Becauſc T love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurna here, my wife, ſtays me at home: 
She dream: laſt night, ſhe ſaw my Statue, 
Which, hke a fountain, with an hundred ſpouts, 
Did run pure blood; and many luſty Romans 
Came ſmiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
Theſe ſhe applies for warnings and portents, 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
 Hath begg'd, that I will ſtay at home to day. 
Dec. This Dream is all amiſs interpreted; 
It was a Viſton fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue, ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which ſo many ſmiling N mags bath'd, 
Signifies, that from you great Rome ſhall ſack 
Reviving blood; and that Great Men ſhall preſs 
For tinctures, ſtains, -relicks, and cognizance. 
This by Calphurnia's Dream is ſignify d. 
Cæſ. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can ſay; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
Jo give this day a Crown to mighty Cæſar. 
If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. Beſides, it were a mack 
Apt to be render'd, for ſome one to ſay, 
% Break up the Senate till another time, 
«© When Cæſar's Wife ſhall meet with better Dreams: 
If cæſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not wy of 
« Lo, Ceſar is afraid! Ke Pardon 


Julius Ceſar 


Pardon me, Cæ ſar; for my dear, dear, love 
To your proceeding bids me tell you this: 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 
Ce/. How fooliſh do your Fears ſeem now, Cal 
hurnia ? 
I am aſhamed, I did yield to them. 
Give me my Robe, for I will go: 


33 


Enter Br utus, Ligarius, Metellus, Caſca, Tr —— 
inna and Publius. 


And, look, where Publius is come to ſetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow, Ce/ar. 

Ce/. Welcome, Publius. | 
What, Brutus, are you ſtirr'd ſo early too? 
Good morrow, Caſca: Caius Ligarius, 
Ce/ar was ne er ſo much your enemy, 
As that ſame Ague which hath made you lean. 
What is't o' clock? | 

Bru. Ceſar, tis ſtrucken eight. 

vu I thank you for your pains and courteſie. 


y Antony. 


See, Antony, that revels long o'nights, | 
Is notwithſtanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to moſt noble cæſar. 
Cæſ. Bid them prepare within: 

I am to blame to be thus waited for. 

Now, Cina; now, Metellus; what, Trebonius! 

I have an hour's talk in ſtore for you, 

Remember, that you call on me to day; 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 

| Treb, Ceſer, I will; —and fo near will I be, Cl. 

That your beſt Friends ſhall wiſh I had been further. 
Cæſ. _ Friends, go in, and tafte ſome wine with 


And we, like Friends, will fraiphtyay go together. 
Bra. That every like 1 is not the ſame, O Cæſar, 


Ace. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE 


The heart of Brutus yerns to chink upon! 


% 


J. 
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SCENE changes to 4Street near the Capitol. 


| ( 16 ) Enter Artemidorus, reaarng 1 Nuper. 
AES AR, Beware of Brutus; take herd of Caſſius 3 


come not near Caſca; have an eye to inna; truſt 
not Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber; Decius 
Brutus Jowes thee not ; thou haſt wrong'd Caius Ligarius. 
There is but one mind in all theſe men, and it is bent a- 
gainſt (æſar. If then beeft not immortal, liot about thee : 
ſecurity gives away te conſpiracy. The mighty God's defend 


thee ! | 
Thy Lover 4rtemidorus, 


Here will I ſtand, till Cæſar paſs along, 

And as a ſuitor will I give him this: 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation. | 

If thou read this, O Cæſar, thou may'ſt live; 
If not, the fates with Traitors do contrive. 


: [ Exit, 
Enter Porcia and Lucius, 


Por. I pr'ythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houſe z 
Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee gone : 
Why doſt thou ſtay ? = 
Luc. To know my errand, Madam. 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhould'ſt do there | 


( 16 ) Enter Artemidorus. ] In the Dramatis Perſon, thro” all 
the Editions, Artemiderus is call'd a Scothſayer. But, tis certain, 
the Poet defign'd two diſtin Characters. Artemidorus was neither 
Augur, nor Soothſayer. *Tis true, there was an Artemiderus, 
whoſe Critic on Dreams we ftill have: but He did not live till the 
Time of Antorinus, He likewiſe wrote, according to Suidas, of Au- 
gury and Palmiſtry. But this Artemidorus, who Had been Ceſar's 
Hoſt at Cnidos, as we lear from Plutarch, Appran, &c. did not pre- 
tend to know any thing of the Conſpiracy againſt Ceſar by Preſcience, 
or Prognoſtication. He was a Sophiſt, who taught that Science in 
Greek at Rome; by which Means being intimate with Brutus, and 
choſe about him, he got into their Secret; and, out of his old Af- 
£5,&tog to Ceſar, was deſirous of acquainting him with his _— | 
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O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my ſide, 
Set a huge mountain "tween my heart and tongue: 
1 have à man's mind, but a woman's might: 
How hard. it is for women to keep counſel ! 
Alt thou here yet? 
Luc. Madain, what ſhould I do? 


Run to the Capitol, and nothirg elſe? 


And ſo return to you, and nothing elſe ? 
Par. Yes, * me word, boy, if thy Lord look 
well, 
For he went ſickly forth: and take good note, 
What Cæſar doth, what ſuitors preſs to him. 
Hark, boy! what noiſe is that? 
Luc. I hear none, Madam. 
Pear. Pr'ythee, liſten well: 
I heard a buſtling rumour like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 


Eser Anemidorus. 


Por. Come hither, fellow, which way haſt thou been? 
Art. At mine own houſe, good Lady. | | 
Por. What is't o' Clock? 

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady. 
Par. Is Cæſar yet gone to the Capitol ? 
Art. Madam, not yet; I go to take my Stand, 

To ſee him paſs on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuit to Cæſur, haſt thou not? 
Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleaſe Cz/ar 

To be ſo good to Cæſar, as to hear me: 

I ſhall beſeec h him to befriend himſelf. 

Por. Why, know'ſt thou any harm intended tow'rds 
3 him? 
Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear; 


Good morrow to you. Here the ſtreet is narrow: 


The throng, that follows Cæſar at the heels, 


Oft Senators, of Prætors, common Suitors, 


Will croud a feeble Man almoſt to death : 


I get me to a place more void, and there 


Speak to great Cz/ar as he comes along, [ Exit. 
Por. I muſt go in aye me! how weak a thing 
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The heart of Woman is! O Brutus ! Brutus ! 

The Heavens ſpeed thee in thine enterprize ! 

Sure, the Boy heard me : ——— Brutus hath a Suit, 

That Cz/ar will not grant. O, I grow faint : 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord; 

Say, I am merry; come to me again, 

And bring me e word what he * ſay to thee. 


[ Exeunt ſeweraliy. 


Acr m 


SCENE, the Street before the Capitol; 
and the Capitol open. 


Flouriſh. Enter Cæſar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, Decius, 
Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, 
Artemidorus, Popilius, Publius, and the 

Sooth-ſayer. 


Q 4 n. 


H E Ides of March are come. 
Sooth. Ay, Cæſar, but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Cæſar: read this ſchedule. 

De. Trebonius doth deſire you to o' erread, 
At your beſt leiſure, this his humble ſuit. 

Art. O Cz/ar, read mine firſt ; for mine's a ſuit, 
That touches Cæſar nearer. Read it, great Cz/ar. 

Ce/. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be laſt ſerv'd. 
Art. Delay not, Cz/ar, read it * 
Ce/. What, is the fellow mad? 
Pub. Sirrah, give place. 
caſ. What, urge vou your petitions in the "DP ? 
Come to the Capitol. 
Pop. I wiſh, your enterprize to day may chrive. 
Caſ. What enterprize, Popilias ? 
Pop. Fare you well. 


Bru, What ſaid Popilius Lena? 


* * 


wv 
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caſ. He wiſh'd, to day our enterprize might thrive : 
I fear, our purpoſe is diſcovered, 
Bru. Look, how he makes to Cæ ſar; mark him. 
caſ. Caſca, be ſudden, for we fear prevention. 
Brutas, what ſhall be done, if this be known ? 
Caſſius, or Cæſar, never ſhall turn back; 
For | will ſlay my ſelf. 
Bru. Caſſius, be conſtant: 
Popilius Lena ſpeaks not of our purpoſe ; 
For, look, he ſmiles, and Ce/ar doth not change. 
Caſ. Trebonius knows his time; for look you, Brutus, 


He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 


Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And preſently prefer his ſuit to Cæ ſar. 
Bra. He is addreſt; preſs near, and ſecond him. 
Cin. Caſca, you are the firſt that rears your hand. 
Ce/. Are we all ready? what is now amid, 
That Cæſar and his Senate muſt redreſs ? 
Met. Moſt high, moſt mighty. and woſt puiſſant 


Ceſar, | 


Metellus Cimber throws before thy ſeat ¶ Kneeling. 
An humble heart. = 


Ca ſ. I muſt prevent thee, Cimber; 
Theſe couchings ard theſe lowly curteſies 


Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 


And turn pre-ordinance and firſt degree 
Into the lane of children. Be not fond, 
To think that Cz/ar bears ſuch rebel blood, 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 


With That which melteth fools; I mean, ſweet words; 


Low-crooked curtſies, and baſe ſpaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is baniſhed ; . 
If thou doſt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
I ſpurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
(17) Know, Ce/ar duth not wrong, nor without cauſe 
Wil he be ſatisfied. | 


Met. 


( 17 ) Know, Cæſar doth not Wrong, J Ben. Jonſon in the Induc- 


tion to his Staple of News has a Sneer upon this Paſſage - © Cry 


yon mercy, You never did wrong but with Juſt Cauſe The 


Words are co iſtantly printed in a different Character, and, that they 


are levell'd at Shateſteare, is fully clear d vp by another Paſſage in 
| Rs Ben's 
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Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To ſound more ſweetly in great ſarꝰ's ear, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother? | 

Bru. I kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, Ceſar ; 
Defiring thee, that Publius (imber, may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cæſ. What, Brutus! | 

Caſ. Pardon, Cæſar; C æſar, pardon ; 
As low as to thy foot doth Caffrus fall, 
To beg enfranchiſement for Pablius Cimber. 

C2/. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you; 
If I cou!? pray to move, prayers would move me: 
But I am conſtant as the northern Star, 
Of whole true, fixt, and reſting quality, . 
There is no fellow in the firmament; 
The skies are painted with unnumbred ſparks, | 
They are all fire, and every one doth ſhine ; | 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. » 
So, in the world, *tis furniſh'd well with men, 4 
And men are fleſh and blood, and apprehenſive ; 
Yet in the number, I do know but one | 
That unaſſailable holds on his rank, : | 
Unſhak'd of motion: and that I am be, 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this: | 7 
Ben's Diſccweries, where he thus ſpeaks of ur Author: © Many * 
© times he fell into thoſe Things could not eſcape Laughter ; as 
«© when he ſaid in the Perſon of Cæſar, one ſpeaking te him 
© Cxtar, thou de me wrong ; he reply d, Cæſar did never Tring, 
« but with juft Cauſe." -- - I can't pretend to gueſs, for what 
Reaſon Ben has left this Sarcaſm upon our Author; when there is | 
no Room for it from any of the printed Copies : nor ſhon!d I have * 
thought it worth while to revive the Memory of ſuch a Remark, had | 
not Mr. Pepe purpoſely deviated into a Criticiſm upon the Affair. 
There is a Sort of Fatality attends ſome People, when they aim at 
being hypercritical. He thinks, Ben Zcnſon's Remark was made 
«© upon no better Credit, than lome Blunder of an Actor in ſpeak - 
«© ing the Verſe now under Debate: And, perhaps, / ſays be) this 
« Play was never printed in B. Jenſen's Time; and ſo he had no- 
thing to judge by, but as the Actor was pleas'd to ſpeak it. - - - - 
I don't know how this Gentleman's Read was employ'd, when he 
made this profound Obſervation : for He could not but know, that 
B. Jenſen liv'd to the Year 1637. fourteen Years before which the 
Players had put out their Edition of all Fe peure's genuine Plays in 
Felio. The ſurly Lanreat therefcre cannot hand exeus'd, from ar y 
Blunder of an Actor, for wounding the Memory of a Poet 3 when 
the Abſurdity, reflected on, is not to be found in his Werkes. 

| —— | | | That... 
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That I was conſtant Cirther ſhould be banifh'd. 
And conſtant do remain to keep him fo, 
Cim. O ( æſar — 
cæſ. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Dec. Great Ceſar —- 
Ce/. Doth not Brutus bentleſs kneel ? 
Caſ. Speak hands for me. [Dey fab Cæſar. 
Ce/. El tu, Brute ? then fall Ceſar! [ Dies. 
Din. Liberty! freedom! Tyranny 3 is dead 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the Streets 
Caſ. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, frecdom, and enfranchiſement. 
Bru, People, and Senators ! be not affrighted ; 3 
Fly not, ſtand ſtill, Ambition's debt is — 
Caſc. Go to the Pulpit, Brat us. 
Dec. And Caffius too. 
| Bru. Where's Publius ? 
. Cin. Here, quite confounded with this ative. 
Met. Stand faſt together, leſt fome Friends of 
Cea/ar's 
Should chance 
Bru. Talk not of ſtanding. Publius, good clieer; 
There is no harm intended to your Perſon, 
Nor to no Romnn elſe ; fo tell them, Publius. 
Caſ. And leave us, Publius, leſt that the People, 
Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſome miichiet. 
Bru. Do ſo; and let nd, man abide this deed, 
But we the Doers. 


* Enter Trebonius. 


Caf Whete is Antony ? 

Te. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd. 
Men, Wives, and Children, ſtare, ery out, and run, 
As it were Dooms-day. 

Bra. Fates! we will know yout pleaſures ; 5 
That we ſhall die, we know ; 'tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon. 

caſ. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off ſo many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit. 
So are we Cæſar's Friends, that have abridg'd 


| 
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His time of fearing death. (18) Stoop, Romans, ſtoop ; 
And let us bathe our hands in Cz/ar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and beſmear our ſwords ; 
Then walk we forth even to the Market place, 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, peace! freedom ! and liberty ! 

Caſ. Stoop then, and waſh—how many ages hence 

[ Dipping their ſwords in Czlar's blood. 
Shall this our lofty Scene be acted o'er, 
In States unborn, and accents yet unknown? 

Bru. How many times ſhall Ce/ar bleed in ſport, 
That now on Pompey's Bafis lies along, | 
No worthier than the duſt? 

Caf. So oft as that ſhall be, 
So oft ſhall the Knot of us be call'd | 
The Men that gave their Country Liberty. : 
Dec. What, ſhall we forth ? 

caſ. Ay, every man away. | 
Brutus ſhall lead, and we will grace his heels 
With the moſt boldeſt, and beſt hearts of Rome. 


os 
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Enter a Servant. 


Bra. Soft, who comes here? A F riend of Antony's. 


(18) Stecp, Romans, fp; ] Mr. Pope, in both his Editions, 
has, from theſe Words, arbitrarily taken away the Remainder of 
this Speech from Brutus, and placed it to Caſea : becauſe, he thinks, 
nothing is more inconfiſtent with Brutus's mild and philoſophical 
Character. And as he often finds Speeches in the later Editions, he 
ſays, put into wrong Mouths ; he thinks, this Liberty is not un- 
reaſonable. Tis true, a diligent Editor may find many ſuch Errors 
committed even in the firſt printed Copies z but it has not often been 
Mr. Pope's good Fortune to hit upon them. I dare warrant, the 
Printers made no Blunder in this Inſtance ;; and therefore I have 
made bold to reſtore the Speech to its right Owner. Brutus eſteem'd 
the Death of Cæſar a Sacrifice to Liberty: and, as ſuch, gloried in 
his heading the Enterprize. Beſides, our Poet is ſtrictly copying a 
Fact in Hiſtory, Plutarch, in the Life of Ceſar, ſays, ©* Brutus 
and his Followers, being yet bot with the Murther, march'din a 

Body from the Senate-houſe to the Capitol, with their drawn 
© Swords, with an Air of Confidence and Affurance.”*, And, in the 
Life of Brutus, - - Brutus and his Party betook Wemſelves to 
ce the Capitol, and in their way ſhewing their Hands all bloody, and 
ce their naked Swords, proclaim d Liberty to the People. _ 

| . | | 6. 
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Wbo elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank ; 
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Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my Maſter bid me kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down; [neeling. 
And, being proſtrate, thus he bad me ſay. 
Brutus is noble, wiſe, valiant and honeſt ; 

Ce/ar was mighty, royal, bold and loving; 
Say, 1 love Brutus, and I honour him ; 

Say, I fear'd Cæſar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchſafe that Antony 

May ſafely come to him, and be reſolv'd 

How Cz/ar hath deſerv'd to lie in death: 

Mark Antony ſhall not love Cæſur dead, 

So well as Brutus living; but will follow 

The fertunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 
With all true faith. So ſais my Maſter Auteny. 

Bru. Thy Maſter is a wiſe and valiant Roman; 

I never thought him worſe. 

Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 

He ſhall be fatisfied; and, by my -honour, 

Depart untouch'd. 

Serv. I'll fetch him preſently. [Exit Servant. 

| Bru. I know, that we ſhall have him well to friend. 

Caſ. J with, we may: but yet have I a mind, 

That fears him much; and my miſgiving ſtill 
Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 


. 


Enter Antony. 


Bru. But here comes Antom. Welcome, Mark A- 
tony. 5 | 3 
Ant. O mighty Cæſar ! doſt thou lye ſo low ? 
Are all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
(19) Shrunk to this little meaſure ?_ fare thee well. 
1 know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 


If I my ſelf, there is no hour ſo fit 
As Ce/ar's death's hour; nor no inſtrument 


(19) Shrunk to this little meaſure ? ] Perhaps, our Poet might 
have Juvenal in his View, here; 
= - = +» - - - - Mers ſola fatetur, 
Quantula int hominum Corpuſcula - or 
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Of half that worth as thoſe your ſwords, made rich | 
With the moſt noble blood of all this world. | 
F do beſecch ye, if you bear me hard, | 
Now whilſt your purpled hands do reek and ſmoak, | 
Fulfil your pleaſure. . Live a thouſand years, ; | 
I ſhall not find my {elf ſo apt to die: | 
No place will pleaſe me ſo, no meane of death, | 
As here by Cæſar, and by you cut off, q 4 
The choice and maſter ſpirits of this age. 1 
Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us: | 
Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our preſent act, 
You ſee, we do; yet ſee you but our hands, 
And this the bleecirg bufineſs they have done: 
Our hearts you ſce not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, ſo pity, pity 3) | 
Hath done this deed on Cæſar: For your part, 
To you our ſwords have leaden points, Mark £ntony 3 
Our arms exempt from malice, and our hearts 
Of brothers? temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 
Caf. Your ynice ſhall be as ſtrong as any man's 
In the diſpoſing of new dignities. 
Beru. Only be patient, *till we have appeas'd. 
The multitude, befide themſelves with fear; 
Ard then we will deliver you the cauſe, e 
Why 1, that did love Cæſar when I ſtrook him, 
Proceeded thus. 
Ant. I doubt not of your wiſdom. | 
Let each man render me his bloody hand ; | 
Firſt, Marcas Brutus, will] ſhake with you; 
Next, Caius Caſſius, do I take your hand; 
Now, Decius Bratus, yours; now yours, Metellus ; 
Yours, (inna; and my valiant Caſca, yours; 
Thougb laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Trebonius. 
Gentlemen all-——— alas, what ſhall I fay? 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you mutt conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. | 
That I did love thee, Cæſar, oh, tis true; 
If then thy Spuit look upon us now, 


—— 
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' Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, 
Jo ſee thy Antony making his peace, 
' Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
„ | Moſt Noble! in the preſence of thy corſe; 
| ' Had I as many eyes, as thou haſt wounds, 
' Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, than to clofe 
In terms of friendfhip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius here waſt thou bay d, brave hart; 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy hunters ſtand 
' Sign in thy ſpoil, (20) and crimſon'd in thy death. 
O world! thou waſt the foreſt to this hart, 
And this, inde: d, O world, the heart of thee. 
How like a deer, ſtricken by many Princes, 
Doſt thou here lye ? 
| Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caſſius : 
> The enemies of Cæſar fhall ſay this: 
| Then, in a friend, it is cold modeſty. 
Caf. I blame you not for praifing Ce/ar ſo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you he prick'd in number of our frieads, 
Or ſhall we on, and not depend on you ? 
Ant. Tnerefore I took your hands; but was, indeed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Ceſar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all; 
Upon tnis hope, that you ſhall give me reaſons, 
Why, and wherein (Eſar was dangerous. 
Bru. Or elſe this were a ſavage ſpectacle. 
Our reaſons are ſo full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the Son of Cæſar, 
Vou ſhould be ſatisfied. 


(20) And crimſon d in thy Death.] All the old Copies, that 1 
have ſeen, read, Letbe. The Dictionaries, indeed, acknowledge no 
ſuch Word: and as the L might have miſtakingly been form'd from 
an obſcure O, not taking the Ink equally in all Parts, I have ſuffer d 

the more known Word to ftand in the Text; tho', indeed, I am 
not without Suſpicion of our Poet's having either coin'd the other 
Term, or copied it from ſome obſolete Author, who had adopted 
it from the Lethum of the Latines; which, tis well known, was 
uſed for Death, as well as Deſtruction, Ruine, Hawack, &c. 
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Ant. That's all I ſeek ; 
And am moreover ſuitor, that I may 
Produce his bady to the a 
And in the Pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 
Bru. You ſhall, Mark Antony. 
Caſ. Brutus, a word with you. 
You know not what you do; do not conſent, [ Aide. 
'That Antony ſpeak in his funeral : | 
Know you, how much the People may be mov'd 
By That which he will utter ? 
Bru. By your pardon, 
I will my ſelf into the Pulpit firſt, 
And ſhew the reaſon of our Cæſar's death. 
What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt 
He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſion ; 
And that we are contented, Ce/ar ſhall 
Have all due rites, and lewſal ceremonies: 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
Caſ. I know not what may fall, I like it net. 
Bru. Mark Antony, here take you Cæſar's body 
You ſhall not in your funeral ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Cæſar; 
And ſay, you do't by our permiſſion : 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About tis Funeral. And you ſhall ſpeak 
In the ſame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my ſpeech is ended. 
Ant. Be it ſo; 
I do defire no more. 
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 
[ Exeunt Conſpirators. 


| Manet Antony. 


A 0 W me, thou bleeding piece of earth! 
That I am meek and gentle with thele butchers. 
Thou art the ruins of the nobleſt Man, 

That ever lived in the tide of times. 

| Woe to the hand, that ſhed this coitly bloo 

Over thy wounds now do I propheſie, 

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
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Thus Lady Conſtance in King John; 
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To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue) 
A curſe ſhall hght upon the limbs of men; 
Domeſtick fury, and fierce civil ſtriſe, 
Shall cumber all the Parts of 7ah ; 
Blood and deſtruction ſhall be fo in uſe, 


And dreadful objects fo familiar, 
That mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd by the hands of war. 


All pity choak'd with cuſtom of fell deeds ; 
And Cæſar's Spirit, ranging for revenge, 
With At by his fide come hot from Hell, 
Shall in theſe confines, with a Monarch's voice, 
Cry Havock, and let flip the Dogs of war; 


That this foul deed ſhall ſmell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 


Enter Octavius' Servant. 


You ſerve Octavius Cæſar, do you not? 


Ser. I do, Mark Antony. 
Ant. Ceſar did write for him to come to Rome. 
Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming; 


And bid me fay to you by word of mouth 


O Ce/ar! | [Seeing the body. 
Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep; 


Paſſion I ſee is catching ; for mine eyes, 


(21) Seeing thoſe Beads of ſorrow ſtand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy Maſter coming ? 
Ser. He lyes to night within ſeven leagues of Rome. 


Ant. Poſt back with ſpeed, and tell him what hath 
chanc'd. | | 


Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 


No Rome of ſafety for Octavius yet 


(21) Seeing thoſe Beds of Sorrow - - - - ]Thus Mr. Pope's two 
Editions, for what Reaſon I know not: but I have reſtor d from 
all the other Copies, Beads; which was certainly the Poet's Word. 


J; with theſe cryſtal Beads Heaw'n fball be brib'd 
To do him Fuſbic, and Revenge on Dau. 
And ſo Lady Pere in the 1. Henry IV. 
| Spirit within thee hath ben ſp at War, 
And thus hath ſo beſtir d thee in thy Sleep, 
Wat Beads of Seweat have flood upon thy Brow, 


Hie 


48 Julius Ceſar. 


Hie hence, and tell him ſo. Vet ſtay a while; 

Thou ſhalt not back, till I have borne this corſe 

Into the Market place: there ſhall I try 

In my Oration, how the People take 

The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody men; | 

According to the which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe | 

To young O avius of the ſtate of things. 

Lend me Jour hand. [Excunt with Czlar's body, 


SC ENE changes to the Forum. 


Enter Brutus and mounts the Roſtra ; Caſſius, with the 
| Plebeians. 


Pleb. E will be ſatisfied; let us be ſatisfied. 
W Bru. Then follow, me, and give me au- 

dience, friends. 

Caffius, go you into the other ſtreet, 

And part the numbers : 

Thote, that will hear me ſpeak, let 'em ſtay here; 

Thoſe, that will follow Caſfus, go with him; 

And publick reaſons ſhall be rendered 

Of Cſar's death. 

1 Pleb. I will hear EHE. ſpeak. 


2 Pleb. 1 will hear Ca/fus, and compare their reaſons, 


Whea ſev'rally we hear them rendered. 
[Exit Caſſius, with ſome of the Plebeians. 
3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended : filence ! 
Bru. Be patient 'till the laſt. 


Romans, Country-men, and Lovers! hear me for 


my cauſe ; and be ſilent, that you may hear. Believe 


me for mine honour, and haye reſpect to mine ho- 


nour, that you may believe. Cenſure me in your wiſ- 
dom, and awake your ſenſes that you may the better 


judge. If there be an in this aſſembly, any dear friend 


of C ſar, to him I ſay, that Brutus's love to Cæ ſar 
was no leſs than his. If then that friend demand, why 


Brutus roſe againſt Ce/ar, this 15 my Anſwer : 5 

Not that I lov'd Car leſs. but that I lov'd Rome more. 

Had you rather Cſar were bring, and dye al flayes? | 
As 


. 
4 


1 


— — 


And, ior my ſake, ay here with Aaitamy; 
C 
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As Cæſar lov'd me, I weep for him; as he was ſortu- 
nate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him ; 
but as he was ambitious, I flew him. There are tears 
for his love, joy for his fortune, honour for his valour, 


and death for his ambition. Who's here fo baſe, that 


would be a bond- man? if any, ſpeak; for him have I 
offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be a 
Roman ? if any, ſpeak; for him have I offended. 
Who is here ſo vile, that will not love his bag rw ? if 
any, ſpeak; for him have I offended. I pauſe for 
a Reply 

All. None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 


more to Ceſar, than you ſhall do to Brutus. The 


queſtion cf his death is inroll'd in the Capitol; his glory 
not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his offen- 


ces enforc'd, he which he fuſtered death. 


Enter Mark Antony with Cziar's Body. 


Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony, * 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the | 
r ying, a place in the Commonwealth; as 


which of you hall not? Wich this I depart, that as I 
flew my beit lover for the good of Rome ; I have the 
ſame dagger for my ſelf, when it ſhall * my Country 


to necd my death. 


l. Live, Br tus, live! live! 
2 Pleb. Bring him with triumph home un:o his 
1 oe | 
2 h. Give him a ſtatue with k 18 Anceſtors 
3 Pleb. Let him be Cæſar. 
+ Plb. Cæſar's better Parts 
Shall be crown d in Brutus. 
1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houſe 
With ſhouts and clamours, 
Zu. My Countr;men - 


2 Plab. Peace! filence ! 2 ſpeaks. 
2 Pleb. Fe: acsy ho! 


Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 


Vor. VI. 
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Do grace to Cæſar's corps, and grace his ſpeech 
Tending to Cæſar's Glories ; which Mark Antony 
By our permiſſion is allow'd to make. 
I do intreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have ſpoke. [Exit 
1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony. 
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick Chair, 
We'll hear him: noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus ſake, I am 30s. to you. 
4 Pleb. What does he ſay of Brutus? 
3 Pleb. He ſays, for Brutus“ ſake 
He finds himſelf beholden to. us all. 
4 Pleb. Twere beſt he ſpeak no harm of Hyarus here. 
1 Pleb. This Cæſar was a Tyrant. 
3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain ; 
We are bleſt, that Rome is rid of him. 
2 Pleb. Peace; let us hear what Antony can ſay. 
Ant. You gentle Romans 
All. Peace, ho, let us hear him. 
Ant. Frierds, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your 
ears; 
1 come to'pury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 
The Evil, that men do, lives after them; 
The Good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Cæſar ! noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Ce/ar was ambiticus 3 
If it were ſo, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievouſly hath Cæſar anſwer d it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable wen) 
Come I to ſpeak in Cæſar's funcral. 
He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me ; 
But Brutus ſays, he was ambitious 3 
And Brutus is an honourable man. | 
He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
W hoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill; 
Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious ? 
When that the Poor have cry'd, Cæſar hath wept: 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner ſtuff. 
Vet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 


You 


. oo ee 8 


„ 


You 


And men have loft their reaſon 
| My heart is in the coffin there with Cæſar, 


And they would go and kiſs dead C £far's wounds, 
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You ul did ſee, that on the Lupercal, 
J thrice preſented him a kingly Crown; 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition? 


Vet Brutus (145, he was ambitious, 

And, ſure, he is an honourable man. 

I ſpear nct to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 

But here I am to ſpeak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 
What cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him? 
O julgment! thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 


bear with me, 


And I muft pauſe till it come back to me. 
1 Pleb. Methinks, there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 
If thou conſider rightly of the matter, 


Cæſar has had great wrong. | 


3 Pleb. Has he, Maſters ? I fear, there will a worſe 
come in lis place. | 
4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words? he would not take 

. 
Therefore, tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
1 Pleb. If it be found fo, ſome will dear abide it. 
2 Pleb. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with weep- 
1 
3 Pleb. „ wa a nobler Man in Rome than A. 
tony. -. 
4 Pleb. Now mark him, he begins again to ſpeak. 
aut. But yeſterday the word of Cæſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the world; now lies he there, 


And none ſo poor to do him reverence. 


O maſters! If I were diſpos'd to ſtir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 


| I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong; 


Who, you al! know, are honourable men. 


I will not do them wrong: I rather chuſe 


To wrong the dead, to wrong my ſelf and you; 


Than I will wrong ſuch honourable men. 
But here's a parchment, with the ſeal of Cæſar, 


I found it in his cloſet, tis his Will; 


Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament, 


{Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 


1 | And 
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And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; 


Vea, beg a hair of him for memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
Unto their iſſue. 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony. 
Al. The Will, the Will; we will hear Ceſar's Will. 
Aut. Have patience, gentie friends, I muſt not 
read it ; 
It is not meet you know how Cæſar lov'd you. 
You are not weod, you are not ſtones, but men: 
Ard, being men, hearing the Will of Cæſar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 
Tis good you know not, that you are his herrs ; 
For it you ſhould O what would come of it? 
4 Pleb. Read the Wil, we will hear it, Antony: 
You ſhall read us the Will, Cæſar's Will. 
Art. Will you be patient ? will you ſtay a while ? 
{I have o'er-ſhot my ſelf, to tell you of it.) 
1 fear, I wrong the honourable men, | 
Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Cæſar. !] do fear it. 
4 Pleb. They were traitors ——honourable men! 
l. The Will! the Teſtament! | 
2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers z the Will! 
read the Will! 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will? 
Then make a ring about the corps of Cæſar, 
And let me ſhew you him, that made the Will. 
Shall I deicend ? and will you ** me leave? 
All. Come down. 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. He comes diwn from the pulpit. 
3 Pleb. You ſhall have leave. 
4 Pleb. A ring; ſtand round. 
: Pleb. Stand from the hearſe, ſtand from the body. 
2 Plib. Room for A. tony moſt noble Antony. 
Art. Nay, preis not ſo upon me, ſtand far off. 
Al. Stand back room — bear back 
Aut. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle ; I remember, 
'Phe frſt time cver Cæſar put it on, 
"Twas on a ſummer's evening in his tent, 


That 
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That day he overcame the Nerwit (22) 
Look! in this place, ran Caſſius dagger through ; — 
See, what a Rent the envious Caſca made. 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb'd ; 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel awav, 
Mark, how the blood of Cæſar follow'd it! 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſolv'd. 
If Brutus ſo unkindly knock'd, cr no? 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cæſar's angel. 
Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cſar lov'd him; 
This, this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 
For when the noble Cz/ar ſaw him ſlab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him; then burſt his mighty heart: 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, | 
Even at the Baſe of Pozmpey's ſtatue, 
(Which all the while ran blooJ, ) great C-/ar fell. 
O what a Fall was there, my countrymen |! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down: 
Whilſt bloody treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O, row you weepz and, I perceive, ycu feel 
The dint of pity ; theſe are gracious drops. 
Kind fouls! what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Cz/ar's veſture wounded ? look you here 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you ſee, by traitors. 


(22) That diy he overcame the Nervii. ] This Cireumſtarce about 
Cæſar's Mantle, (which I preſume to be purely the Poet's Invent.- 
on) abſtracted from the Chronology, is very pretty. Perhaps, it 
has not ſo much Propriety, as Beauty, if we confider one thing. 
The A/crvii were conquer'd in the ſecond Year of his Gauliſb Expuit- 
tion, 17 Years before his Aſſaſſination, and tis hardly to be thoug hr, 
that Cæſar preſerv d one Robe of State for ſo long a Pericd. Ano- 
ther Circumſtance, pretty like This, we meet with in Hamlet; The 
Ghoſt of the Old King appearing, Horatio, in deicribing the Gub 

and Figure he had aſſum'd, fays ; | 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 

When he th* ambiticus Norway combated. | 2 
Now Horatio, being a School- fellow of young Hamlet, could hardly 
know in what Armour the Old King kill'd Fortinbras of Nerway ; 
which happen'd on the very day, whereon young Hamlet was born. 
Beſides, in ſtrictneſs, why ſhould the Ghoſt of the Old King walk 
in Armour, who was murther*d in Time of Peace, ſleeping in his 
Garden ? But theſe Circumſtances and Strokes of Fancy dreſs up an 
amuſing Picture, for which the Poet, perhaps, is neither accounta- 
ble to Propriety, nor Probability. by | 

| .C 2 „ 
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1 Pleb. O piteous ſpectacle! 
2 Pleb. On:ble Cz/ar ! 
3 Pleb. O woful day! 
4 Pleb. O traitors, villains ! 
1 P/eb. O moſt bloody fight ! 
2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd: revenge: about 
fee burn fire —— kill ſlay ! let not a 
traitor live. 
Ant. Stay, danse 
Pleb. Pence there, hear hs noble Antony. 
2 2 Plth We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die 
with him 
Int. Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not ftir 
you 
To ſuen a ſudden food of mutiny : 
T'hev, that have done this deed, are honourable. 
Vhat private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 
at made them do it: they are wiſe and nonourable ; e 
+nd will, no doubt, with reaſons anſwer you. | 
come rot, friend, to ſteal away your hearts; 
am no Ora: or, as Biutus is: 
Eat, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
nat iov my friend; and that they know full well, 
Toat give me publick leave to ſpeak of him: 


For [| have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 


Action nor utti'rance, nor the power of ip th 


To ſtir mens blood; I only ſpeak right on. 
I tell you that, which you your ſelves do know; 


>hcw you ſweet Cæſar s wounds, poor, poor, dumb 
mouths ! 


du bid them ſpeak for me. But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an { ntony | 


Would rutfie up your Spirits, and put a tongue 
ln every wound of Ceſar, that ſhould move 
he ſtones of Rome to rite and mutiny. 
All. We'll mutiny 
i Pleb. We'll burn the houſe of Brutus. 
3 Pb. Away then, come, ſeek the conſpirators, 
ut. Yet hear me, Countrymen ; yet hear me ſſ e ik. 
All. Peace, ho, hear Antony, molt noble Antony. 
Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not what. 
yy herein hath Ce/ar thus deſerv'd your loves? 


Alas, 
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Alas, you know not; I muſt tell you then: 
You have forgot the Will, I told you of. | | 
All. Moſt true—the Will let's ſtay and hear the Will. 
Ant. Here is the Will, and under Cz/ay's ſeal. 
To ev'ry Roman Citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry ſev'ral man, ſev'nty five drachma's. 
2 P/:b. Moſt noble Cz/ar ! we'll revenge his death. 
3 Pleb. O royal Cæſar! | Se 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
All. Peace, ho! 
Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbors, and new-planted orchards, 
On that fide Tiber; he hath left them you, (23) 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleaſures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate your ſelves. 
Here was a Cæſar, when comes ſuch ancther ? 
1 P/b, Never, never; come, away, away; 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fre all the traitors houſes. 
Take up the body. | 
2 Pleb. Go fetch fire. 
3 Pleb. Pluck down benches. 
4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 
| [ Exeunt Plebeians with the bec/;.. 
Ant. Now let it work; Miſchief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt! — ow now, 
fellow? 


(25) On this fide Tiber ;] The Scene is here in the Ferum near the 
Capiro!, and in the moſt frequented Part of the City: but Cer 's 
_ Gardens were very remote from that Quarter. 

Trans Tiberim lang cubat is prope Cæſaris hortos. 
ſays Ferace: And both the Naumachia and Gardens of Cf ur were 
ſeparated from the main City by the River; and lay out wide, on a 
Line with Mount Faniculum ; where Statius, the Poet, was buricd. 
Our Author therefore certainly wrote; | 
On that fide Tiber 5 

And Plutarch, whom Shakeſpeare very diligently ſtudied, in the 

Life of Marcus Brutus, ſpeaking of Cæſar's Will, expreſly ſays, 
That he left to the Publick his Gardens and Walks beyond the Tiber; 
where, in that Author's Time, the 'Temple of Fortune ſtood, 


„ | Ernten. 
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Enter a Lerwant. 


Ser. Octawius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he? 

Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cæſar's houſe. 

Ant. And thither will I ſtraight, to viſit him; 
He comes upon a with, Forture is merry, 
And in this mocd will give us any thing. 

Ser. I heard him ſay, Brutus and Caſſius 
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike, they had ſome notice of the people, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Ocavius. 


[ Exeunt, 


Enter Cinna the Poet, and aficy him the Plebeians. 
: 3 


Cin. I dreamt to night, that I dill feaſt wth Ca/ar, 
And things unluckily charge my tantiſfie ; 
I have no will to wander forth of doors: 

Yet ſometh ing leads me forth. 

I Pl, What is your name? 

2 Pleb. Whither are you going ? 

3 Plb. Where co you dwell? 

4. Pleb. Are you a married man, or a batchelor ? 

2 Pl. A nſwer every man directly. 

1 Pleb. Ay, and bie. 

4 Pleb. Ay, and wilely. 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beſt. 

Cin. What is my name? whither am I going? 
where do I dwell? am 1 a married man, or a bat- 
chelor ? then to anſwer every man directly and brict- 
ly. wiſely and truly; wiſely, I fay 
batchelor. OS | ” 

2 Pleb. That's as much as to ſay, they are fools 


that marry : you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear; 


proceed directly. 
Cin. Directly, I am going to Cæ ſar's funeral. 
1 Pleb. As a friend, or an enemy? 
Cin. As a friend. 
2 Pleb. That matter is anſwered directly. 
4 Pleb. For your dwelling ; brie fly. 


Cin. Briefly, I dwe!l by the Capitol. Pleb. 


GI 


I am a 


» 


4 


. 


Julius Cæſar. $7 
3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly. 
Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 
1 Pleb. Lear him to pieces, he's og. eee 
Cin l am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the 
4 Plcb. Tear him for his bad verſes, tear you for his 
bad verſes. 
Cin I am not Cinna the conſpirator. 
4 Pleb. It is no mutter, his name's Cinna; pluck but 
his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 
3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; come, brands, ho, fire- 
brands: 
To Brutus, to Caſſius, burn all. Some to Decius's houſe, 


And ſome to Caſca s, ſome to Ligarius: away, go. 
[Exeunt. 


r 
SCENE, a ſmall Iſſand near Mutina. (24) 
Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 


An r G A*. 


H Es E many then ſhall die, their names are 
prickt. | 
0a. Your brother too muſt die ; conſent LON Le- 
pidus ? 
Z.cp. I do conſent. 
Or. Prick him down, Antony. 
Lab. Upon condition, Publius ſhall not live ; ; (25) 
W ho is your ſiſter's fon, Mark Antony. 
Hut. He ſhall not live; look, with a ſpot, I damn him. 
Cs _— = 


(24) -$.C-E NE, a ſmall Iſland.] Mr. Rezve, and Mr. Pope 


After h: m, have ons d the Scene here to be at Rome, The Old 


Copie: tay Nothing of tha place. Shakeſpeare, I dare ſay, knew from 
Platin b „that the 4 Friumvirs met, upon the Proſeription, i in a little 
Tiiand : w nich 44/jan, who is more part! cular, lays, lay near NA 
% upon the Pi, er Lovini us, 

(25) Upon Conditicn „Publius fall not live, ] 1 t know whom 
cur Author means by this Pulliug. I know, that one Publius Filici- 
wa, as lie is call d by Pl:arch, (and Stcilins Cormas, by Dion Caſſius ;) 
fell der this Profcription ; bat the 3 Perſons, about whom the 
Tri riumvirs 


2 —— _ 


T do appoint him ſtore of provender. 
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But, Lepidus, go you to Cæſar's houſe ; 

Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine 

How to cut off ſome charge in legacies. 
Lep. What? ſhall I find you here? | 
OZ. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus, 
Ant. This is a ſlight unmeritable man, 

Meet to be ſent on errands: is it fir, 

The three-fold world divided, he ſhould ſtand 

One of the three to ſhare it ? 
Oct. So you thought him; 


And took his voice who ſhould be prickt to die, 


In our black ſentence and proſcription. 
Ant. Octawius, I have ſeen more days than you. 


Anda tnough we lay theſe honours on this man, 


To eaſe our ſelves of divers land'rous loads; 
He thall but bear them, as the aſs bears gold, 
To groan and ſweat under the bufineis, 
Or led or driven, as we point the way; 
And having brought our treaſure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like ta the empty aſs, to ſhake his ears, 
And graze in commons. | 

OZ. You may do your will; 


But he's a try'd and valiant ſoldier. 


Ant. So is my horſe, Ofcvizs: and, for that, 


It is a creature that I teach to fight, 


To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on; 
His corporal motion govern'd by my ſpirit. 


And, in ſome taſte, is Lepidas out ſo; 

He muſt be taught, and train d, and bid go forth; 
z7\ barrer-tpiritzd fellow, one that feeds (26) 

On abje& Orts, and 1aitations z 

Which, out cf uſe, and ſtal'd by other men, 


wers hee fe particalar a Squabble, were Cicers. whoſe Life An- 
cn rtitied on; Taru, who was ccngemr.'d by his own Brother 
Leg: „ according to ſome Acccints ; and Lrcius Cæſar, Anteny 3 
Unity the Mether's fide, whoſe Blocd Oaavlas demanded, 

62% A taren-Hiritud Felivw, one that feeds ü 

ö Cn Objects, Arte, and Luitatiens, Bec. ] 


* 


Vw 
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Begin his faſhion. Do not talk of him, 

Buteas a property. And now, O#awius, 

Liſten great things Brutus and Caſſius 

Are levying powers; we mult ſtraight make head. 
Therefore let our alliance be combin'd ; 

Our beſt friends made, and our beſt means ſtretcht out; 
And let us preſently go fit in council, 

How covert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 


And open perils ſureſt anſwered. 


Oct. Let us do ſo; for we are at the flake, 
And bay'd about with many enemies; 


And ſome, that ſmile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of miſchiefs. [| Exennt. - 


8 C E N E, before Brutus's Tent, in the 
camp near Sardis. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and ſoldiers: Titinius 
and Pindarus meeting them. 


Bru. IT AND, ho! 
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ſtand ! 
Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Caſſius near? 
Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come 
Todo you ſalutation Gow his maſter. 


*Tis hard to conceive, why He ſhould be call'd a bar var-ſpirited Fe 


low, that could feed either on Objects, or Arts: that is, as I pre- 


ſume, form his Ideas and Judgment upon them: fale and 0bjv/re 
Initat ian, indeed, fixes ſuch a Character. I am perſuaded, to make 


the Poet cenſonant to himſelf, we muſt read, as L have reſtored the 


Text. 
On abject Orts, 22 <> 
i. e. on the Scraps and Fragments of Things rejected, and dei 11 bv 
others. The Word Or:s ; "wh; ch, as Skinner tells us, is of Teutcn 21 
Derivation, and ſignifies Fragmenta, Menſz Rel:quie ) is not fo nut 
antiquated, tho corrupted in the Pronunciation, but that Children 
are warn'd to this Day of leaving Orts on their Plate. Our Author 
has uſed the Word in ſeveral other E alſages. As in Timon of Athens, 
the Thief ſays; 
Iis ſome poor Fragment, ſome lender Ort of bis Rem... nder: 
1 in Troilas; 
The Frackic _ of her Fa: 15 Love, 
The Fragments, Scraps, 
And like u ile in his Poem, 615 d Tur guts and Lucrece, Stanz. 147. 
Let bin. ve Line a Y ανα s Orts to cruve. 
| | Era. 
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Bru. He greets me well. Your maſter, Pinda fas, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 1 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
Things done, undone; but if he be at hand, 


w — — — — 


* I ſhall be ſatisfied. | 
Pin. I do not doubt, 5 A 
Put that my noble maſter will appear, | 


Such as he 1s, full of regard and honour. 
Bra. He is not doubted. A word, Lucihus —— 
low he receiv d you, let me be reſolv'd. 
Luc. With courteſie, and with reſpectj enough; 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, | 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly conference, 
As he hath us'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd _ 
A hot friend, cooling; ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ſicken and decay, 
It uſeth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and fimple faith: 
But hollow men, like horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their mettle ; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur, 
They fall their creſt, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on? 
Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd ; 
The greater part, the horſe in general, 
Are come with Caſſius. 


0 
4 
* 


[ Low march within, 


Enter Caſſius and ſolaters. 


Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ; 
March gently on to meet him. 
Caf. Stand, ho! 5 
Bru. Stand, ho! ſpeak the word along. 
Within. Stand! 
Mitbin. Stand! 
Within. Stand! 


£8 © rene * E + 5 


i, da. Moſt noble brother, you have done me wrong. 
= Bru. Judge me, you Gods! wrong I mine enemies? 
1 Anl if not fo, how ſhould J wrong a brother ? 


Cay, 


F 
7 

& 
1 
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caſ. Brutus, this ſober form of yours hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 

Bru. Caſſius, be content, 
Speak your griefs ſoftly, I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
(Which ſhould perceive nothing, but love, from us) 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away ; Z 
Then in my Tent, caſſius, enlarge your griefs, 
And I will give you audience. 

Caſ. Pindarus, 


Did our commanders lead their charges off 


A little from this ground. | 
Bru. Lucilius, do the like; and let no man- 


Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 


Let Lucius and Titinius guard the door. 
| [ Exennt, 


SCENE changes to the inſide of Brutus's 


Tent. 


Re-enter Brutus and Caffius; 


Caf. FF HAT you have wrong'd me, doth appear 


in this, (27) 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my letter (praying vn his fide, 
Becauſe I knew the man,) was {lighted off. | 
Bru. You wrong'd your ſelf to write in ſuch a caſe, 
_ Caf, In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That ev'ry nice offence ſhould bear its comment. 
Bra. Vet let me tell you, aſſius, you our ſelf 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm; 


To. 


( 27 ) Caf. That you have wrong d me, 8&c. ] This famous Quar- 
relling- Scene, which has given Riſe to ſo many Imitations, ( particu- 
larly. in the Maid's Tragedy; Mr. Dryden's Alteration of Talus 
and Creſida; and in his Don Sebaſtian ) and which was receiv'd with 
ſo much Applauſe, that it is ſpoken of in one of the Preliminary 


_ Copies of Verſes to the firſt Folio Impreſſion of Shakeſpeare's Works... 
| | "0 
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To ſell, and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeſervers. 
Ca/. I an itching palm? 
You know, that you are Brutus, that ſpeak this ; 
Or, by the Gods, this ſpeeck were elſe your laſt. 
Bra. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption, 
And chaſtiſement doth: therefore hide it's head. 
Caſ. Clattiſement! --- -----— 


Bru. Remember 51arch, the Ides of March: remem- 


ber! 

Did not great Fulins bleed for juſtice ſake ? 
What v:lin touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice ? what, ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers ; ſhall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ? 
And fell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus: 
J had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
Than ſuch a Roman. | 
_ Caf. Brutus, bay not me, | 
I'll not endure it; you forget your ſelf, 
To hedge me in; I am a ſoldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than your ſelf 
To make conditions. 5 

Bru. Go to; you are not Ca C us. 

Caſ. I am. 

Bra. I ſay, you are not. 


Ca/. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget my ſelf ——- 


Have mind upon your health — tempt me no farther. 


Or tiil I hear a Scene mere nebly take, | 
Than what thy half-/word parlying Romans ſpate. 


Vet this Scene ſeems to me to have been ſneer'd at by the Suren 


in Beaumont and Fletcher” s King and no King: As of late Years iT 


has met with a glancing Attack, by way of Banter, in a Scene be- 


tw ixt Placbum and Lockit in the Beggar's Opera On the other 
hand, our Dryden had ſo juſt an Opinion of this ſine Scene, that he 


bas made no Seruple to prefer it to the Quarrel of Agamemnon and 


Aenclxis, in the Ipbigenia in Aulis of Euripides. The particular 
«© Ground-work ſays He, which Shakeſpeare has taken, is incom- 
«© parably the beft : becauſe he has not only choſen two of the greateſt 


Heroes of the Age, but has likewiſe intereſted the Liberty of 


„ Reme, and their own Honours, who were the redeemers of it, in 
© the Debate. Preface to 'Troilus and Creſſida. 
| | : | Bru, 


* — 
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Bru. Away, flight man. 
Caf. Is't poſſible? 
Brau. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. 


Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler ? 


Shall I be ingated, when a madman ſtares ? 
Caſ. O Gods! ye Gods! muſt I endure all this? 
Bra. All this! ay, more. Fret, till your proud heart 
break ; 
Go ſhew your ſlaves how cholerick you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Muſt I budge ? 
Muſt I obſerve you? muſt I ſtand and crouch 


Under your teſty humour? by the Gods, 


You ſhall digeſt the venom of your ſpleen, 


Tho it do ſplit you. For, from this day forth, 


Ill uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh. 
Caf. Is it come to this? 
| Bru. You ſap, you are a better ſoldier; 
Let it appear ſo; make your Vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
I ſhall be glad to learn of noble men. 
Caf. You wrong me every WAY — you wrong me, 
Brutus ; 


1 ſaid, an elder ſoldier ; not E better. 


Did 1 ſay, better? 

Bru. If you did, I care not. 

Caſ. When Cæiſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have moy'd 
me. 

Bru. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tempted 
him. 

Caſ. I durſt not! 

Bru. No. 

Caſ. What? durſt not tempt him? 

Bru. For your life you durſt not. 

Caſ. Do not preſume too much upon my love; 

I may do that, I ſhall be ſorry for. | 

\Bru. You have done that, you ſhould be ſorry for. 

"There is no terror, Calſtus, in your threats N 


For I am arm'd fo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I reſpect not. I did fend to you 


For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; F 
or 
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For I can raiſe no money by vile means; 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachma's, than to wring , 
Fro the hard bands of peaſants their vile traſh, 
By any indirection. I did ſend (28) 
To you for gold to pay my legions 
Which you denied me; was that done like Caſius ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Caius Caſſius fo? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 
To lock ſuch raſcal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Daſh him to pieces! 
Caf. I deny'd you not. 
Bru. You did. 
Caf. I did not 
That brought my anſwer back. 
| my heart. 
A friend ſhould bear a friend's infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practiſe them on me, (29) 
Ca/. You love me not. | | 
Bru. 1 do not like your faults. 
Caſ. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. 
Caſ. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come; 
Revenge your ſelves alone on Caſſius, | 
For Caſſius is a weary cf the world; 
Hated by one he loves; brav'd by his brother; 


he was but a fool, 


Check'd 


(28) By any IndireQtneſs ] This is a Change of Mr. Pete's in both 
his Editions : for what Reaſon, I don't know. The Old Copies 
read, Indire&icn. It is a Word elſewhere uſed by our Poet; and Mr. 

Pope has paſs'd it quietly, in Polonius of Hamlet, | ; 
Ard thus do We of Wiſdom and af Reach. 
With Windlaces, and with Aſſays of Byoſs, 
By Indirections find Directions out. 

(29) T do not, till you practiſe them on me, ] But, ſurely, this 
was a very pcor Excuſe for the Philoſophick Brutus to make. He is 
accus'd fer making his Friend; Faults greater than they were; he 
replies, I do not; till they were injurious to my ſelf, V/ hy, a Friend 


Faults, 


could have no Motive Of Intereſt, or Paſſion, to aggravate a Friend's. 


Brutus hath rivd 


* 
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Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obſerv'd ; 
Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote, 
To caſt int o my teeth. OT could weep 


My ſpirit from mine eyes There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt within, a heart 
Dearer than Platus Mine, richer than gold; 
If that thou beeſt a Raman, take it forth. 
IT, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart; 
Strike, as thou didſt at Cæſar; for I know, | 
When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lov'dſt him 
better | | 

Than ever thou lov'dſt Ca/7zs. 

Bra. Sheath your dagger ; 
Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope; 
Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 


O Caſſius, you are yoaked with a Lamb, 


That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 
Who much enforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, _ 


And ſtraight is cold again. 


Caſ. Hath CafFus livd . 

To be but mirth ar d laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him? 
Bru. When I ſpoke, tat I was ill-temper'd too. 
Caſ. Do you confeſs ſo much? give me your hand. 
Bru. And my heart too. [ Embracing». 
Ca/. O Prutus! | Fe | 
Bra. What's the matter ? 
Caſ. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 


When that raſh humcur, which my mother gave me, 


Makes me forgetful ? | | 
Bru. Yes, Caſſius, and from henceforth | 
When you are over-earneſt with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you fo. _ 
. | LA noiſe within. 


Faults, till they were directed againſt himſelf : And that was the 
Point, he was to juſtify himſelf upon, why he aggravated ſuch 
Faults : which ſurely, is an unjuſt Practice. I read thereforez _ 

Bru, I ds not: ſtill you praiſe them on me. i. e. od. deny this 
Charge; and muſt tell you further, that this Charge is an _ 
<< tion to your Faults, ** This, if I miſtake not, gives Senſe an 
Propriety. = 


Mr, Warburton. 
Peet 
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Poet. within. Let me go in to ſee the Generals ; 
There is ſome grudge between em, tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. within. You ſhall not come to them. 

Poet. within. Nothing but death ſhall ſtay me. 


Enter Poet. 


ca. How now ? what's the matter? 
Pact. For ſhame, you Generals; what do you mean? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be; 
For I have 1 — more years, I'm ſure, than ye. 
Caf. Ha, ha how vilely doth this Cynick 
rhime! 
Bru. Get you hence, firrah ; fawcy fellow, hence. 
Caſ. Bear with him, 8 'tis his faſhion. 
Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his 
time ; 
What ſhould the wars do with theſe jingling fools ? 
Companion, hence. | 
Caſ. Away, away, be gone. | [ Exit Poet. 


Enter Lucilius, and Titinius. 


B-u. Lucilius and Titinias, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to night. 
Caſ. And come your ſelves, and bring Me/alz with 
you 


Immediately to us. [ Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 


Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 
Ca/. I did not think, you could have been fo angry - 
Bru. O Caffus, T am lick of many griefs. 
Caſ. Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 
Bru. No man bears forrow better 
dead. 
Caſ. Ha! . 7 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caſ. How ſcap'd I killing, when I 0 you o: ? 
O inſupportable and working loſs ! 
Upon what ſickneſs? 


Porcia 8 


Ira. 


vs 


in? 


ek. 


ith 


2 8 


rule. 
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ru. Impatient of my abſence ; | 
And grief, that young Odiavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themſelves fo ſtrong : (for with her death 


That t, dings came) With this ſhe fell diſtract, 
And (her attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire. 


Ca/. And dy'd ſo? 
Bru. Even ſo. 
Caſ. O ye immortal Gods! 


Enter Bay with Wine and Tapers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her : give me a bowl of wine. 
In this I bury all unkindneſs, Caffus. [Drinks. 
Caſ. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge. 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'er-ſwell the cup; 
J cannot drink too much of Brutus's love. 128 
Bru. Come in, Titinius; — welcome, good Meſale, 


Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. 


Now fit we cloſe about this taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſſities. 
Caf. Oh Porcia ! art thou gone? 

| Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meſſala, I have here received letters, 

That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

Come down upon us with a mighty Power, 

Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi. 

Meſ. My ſelf have letters of the ſelt-ſame tenour. 

Bi. With what addition? 

 Mef. That by Proſcription and bills of Outlawry, 
Oftamus, Antony, and Lepidus 


Have put to death an hundred Senators. 


Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine ſpeak of ſev'nty Senators, that dy'd 
By their Proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caf. Cicero one? Oh 
Meſ. Cicero is dead; and by that order of proſcription. 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 
Bru, No, Mefſala. 


Mef. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Me/ala. 


0 
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Meſ. That, methinks, is ſtrange. 
Pry. Why ask you ? hear you ought of her in yours ? 
Me. No, my lord. 
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mefſ. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell; 
For certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Bra. Why, farewel Porcia- we muſt die, A. Sala. 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 
M:/. Ev'n ſo great men great loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caf. I have as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it fo. 
Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi preſently ? 
Caſ. I do not think it good. 
Bru. Vour reaſon? 
Caſ. This it is: 
is better, that the enemy ſeek us; 
So ſhall Le waſte his means, weary 115 ſoldiers, 


Doing himſelf offence; whilſt we, |; ing ſtill, 


Are full of reſt, defence and nimbleneſs. 
Bru. Good reaſans muſt of force give place to better. 
The people, twixt Philippi and this ground, 


Do ſtand but in a forc'd affection; 


For they have grudg'd us contribution. 

The enemy, marching along by them, 

By them ſhall make a fuller number up; 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag 'd; 


From which advantage ſhall we cut him off, 


If at Philippi we do face him there, 


Theſe people at our back. 


. Caf. Hear me, good brother 
Bru. Under your pardon. --- You muſt note beſide, . 


That we have try'd the utmoſt of our friends; 


Our legions are brim-full, our cauſe is ripe 3 
The enemy encreaſeth every day, 


We, at the height, are ready to decline. 


There is a tide in the affairs of men, | 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. 

On ſuch a full ſea are we now a- float: 


82 


nk 


er. 


de, 


nd 


= — —— ̃ — —ꝰ— — b — i 


Julius Cæſar. 69 
And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, 
Or looſe our ventures. 

Ca/. Then, with your will, go on: we will along 
Our telyes, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep f night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature mutt obey neceſſity; 
Which we will niggerd with a little reſt. 


There is no more 0 ſay. 


Caf. Nc more; good night ; — 


Early to morrow wall we rife, and hence. 


Euter Lucius. 


Bru. Lucius, my gown; farewel, good Maſala, 


Good night, Titinixs : noble, noble Caſſius, 


Good night, and good repoſe. 

Caf. O my dear brother! | 
This was an ill beginning of the night: 
Never come ſuch diviſion *tween our ſouls ; 
Let it not, Brutus ! “ e 


Enter Lucius with the Cown, 


Bru. Ev'ry thing is well. 
Tit. Meſa. Good night, lord Brutus. p 
Bru. Farewel, every one. Exeunt. 
Give me the Gown. Where is thy inſtrnment ? 
Luc. Here, in the Tent. 5 
Bru. What, thou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? 


Poor knave, I blame thee not; theu art o er- watch d. 
Call Claudius, and ſome other of my men; 


I'll have them ſleep on cuſhions in my Tent. 
Lac. Varro, and Claudius! 


Enter Varro and Claudius. 


Var. Calls my lord? 


Bru. Ipray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and ſleep ; 


It may be, I ſhall raiſe you by and by, 

On buſineſs to my brother Caf/zs. 5 0 
Var. So pleaſe you, we will and, and watch your 
„ - Weae. 


Bra. 
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Bra. I will not have it ſo; lie down, good Sirs: 
It may be, I flia!l otherwite bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, vere's tlie book I ſought for ſo; 
J put it in the pocket of my gown. 
Luc. I was ſure, your lordſhip did not give it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, i am much forgetful. 
Canſt thou held up thy heavy eyes a while, 
And touch thy inſtrument, a ſtrain or two? 
Luc. y, my lord, an't pleaſe you. 
Bra. It does, my boy; 
J trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. It is my duty, Sir. 
Bru. I ſhe ud not urge thy duty paſt th! might; 
I know, young blood louk lor a time of reſt. 
Luc. I have ſlept, my lord, alres'!v. 
Bru. It was well done aud thou lat fleep again; 
I wili not hold thee long. If I Co live, 


I will b good tu t. ee. [Muſs ck, and a Song. 


This is 4 ilcepy tune -— O murd rous ſlumber ! 
Lay'ſt thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 

That plays ties muſick ? gentle knave, good night; 
I will not vo thee ſo much wrong to wake thee. 

If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy inſtrument, 

I'll take it from thee ; and, od boy, good night. 
But let me ſee—is not the leat turn d down, 

Where I left reacting ? here it is, I think. 


[He fits down to read, 


Euter the Ghoft of Cutie. 


How ill this taper burns! — ha! who comes here? 
I think, it ts the weakneſs of mine eyes, 
That ſhapes this monſtrous apparition ! 
It comes upon me Art thou any thing * 
Art thou ſome God, ſome angel, or ſome devil, 
That mak ſt my blood cold, and my hair to fare ? ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 
Ghoft. Thy evil fpirit, Brutas. 
Bru. Why com'ſt thou? 
Gheft. To tell thee, thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippi. 
Bra. Then, I ſhall ſee thee again. 
Chet. Ay, at Philippi. [Exit OB, 
Bru. 


ful. 


. 


"ad, 


oft. 


ru. 


Now I have taken heart, thou var iſheſt: 


Boy!] Lucius ! Varro Claudius ! Sirs! awake! 
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Bru. Why, I will ſee thee at Philippi then. 


Ill Spirit I would hold more talk with thee. 


Claudius ! | 
Luc. The ſtrings, my lord, are falſe 
Bru He thinks, he ſtill is at his inſtrument. 
Lucius ! awake. 
Luc. My 10rd 
Bru. Didſt thou dream Lucius, that thou fo cried'ſt 
out ? 
Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Bru. Ves, that thou didſt; ; didit thou ſce any ching! 
e. Nothing, my lord. 
Pru. Sleep again, Lucius ; ſirrah, 2 9 fellow! 
Farro ! awake. (30) 
Var. My lord! 
Clan. My lord ! 
Bru. Wh: did you ſo cry out, Sirs, in your deep ? 
Both. Did we, my lord ? 
Bru. Ay, faw you any thing ? 
Var. No, my lord, I ſaw nothing. 
Clau. Nor I, my lord. | 
Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caffius ; ; 
Bid him ſet on his Pow'rs betimes before, 
And we will follow. 
Bath. It ſhall be done, my lord. 


l Exeunt. 


(zo) Thou! awake.) The Accent is fo 3 ROY "tis 
impoſſible, the Poet could begin his Verſe thus. Brutus, certainly, 
was intended to ſpeak to Both his other Men; who Both awake, and 
anſwer, at an in3ant, Mr. Warburton, 


ACT 
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1 r. 
SCENE, the Fields of Philippi, with the 


two Camps. 
Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army. 


r 


O W, Antony, our hopes are anſwered. 
You faid, the enemy would not come dovm, 
But keep the hills and upper regions; 
It proves not ſo ; their battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering, before we do demand of them. 
Ant. Tut, I am in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it; they could be content 
To viſit other places, and come down | 
With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face, 


To faſten in our thoughts that — have —_— 
But is not fo. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
M/ b you, Generals; 


The enemy comes on in gallant ſhew ; 

Their bloody ſign of battel is kung out, 

And ſomething to be done immediately. 
Aut. Ofawvius, lead your battel ioftly on, 

Upon the leſt hand of the even field. 
Octa. Upon the right hand I, k-ep thou the le.. 
/nt. Why do you croſs me in this exigent ? ? 
Odta. I do not croſs you; but I will do ſo. [ March, 


Drum. Enter 8 Caſſius, and their army. 


Bru. They ſtand, and would have parlsy. 
Caf. Stand faſt, Titinius, we mult out and tolls, 


Octa. 


_— 
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OH. Mark Antony, ſhall we give ſign of battel? 


Ant. No, Cæſar, we will anſwer on their charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have ſome words, 


Oda. Stir not until the fignal, 
Bru. Words before blows: is it fo. Countrymen ? 
Oda. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru, Good words are better than bad * Octa-· 


ius. 


Ant. In your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, ou give | 
words. n g good 
Witneſs the hole you made in Cæſar's heart, 
Crying, long live! hail, Cæſas ! 
Caſ. Antony, 
The poſture of your blows are yet unknown ; 5 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeyleſs. 
Ant. Not ſtingleſs too. 
'.Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too: 
For you have ſtoln their buzzing, Antony; 
And very wiſely. threat, before you ſting. 
Ant. Villains! you did not ſo, when your vile dag- 
ers 
KEYS, a nothes] in the ales of Cæſar. 
You ſhew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn d like hounds, 
And bow'd like bond-men, kiſſing Cz/ar's feet; 
Whilit damned Caſca, like a cur behind, 
Struck Cæſar on the neck. O flatterers! 
Caſ. Flatterers! now Hrutus thank your ſelf; 
This tongue had not offerded ſo to- day, 
If Caſſius might have rul'd. 
Oda. Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make us 
Sweat, - © 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Behold, | draw a ſword againſt conſpirators ; | 
When think you, that the ſword goes up again? 
Never, till — 8 chree wh twenty wounds a. 


(31) Three and thirty 3 ] Thus all the Editions implicit- 
ly ; but I have ventur'd to reduce this Number to three and twenty 
trom the joint Authorities of Appian; Plutarch, and Suetonus ; and 
and I gm perſwaded, the Error was not from the Poet, but his 


Tranſeribers. The fame Miſtake has — in the Noble Gentle- 
man, by Beaumont and F. letcher, 


So 
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Be well aveng d; or till another Cæſar 

Have added ſlaughter to the ſword of traitors. 

Bru. Ceſar, thou can'ſt not die by traitors' hands, 

Unleſs thou bring'ſt them with thee. 

Oda. So I hope; 

I was not born to die on Brutus ſword. = 

Aru. O, if thou wert the nobleſt of thy Strain, 

Young man, thou couldſt not die more honourable. 
Ca/. A peeviſh ſchool-boy, worthleſs of ſuch ho- 

nour, | 

Join'd with a.masker and reveller. 

Ant. Old Caffias fill! 

Octa. Come, Antony, away; | 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 

If you dare fight to day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have ſtomachs. 
1 [Ex. Octavius, Antony, and arayy. 

Caſ. 8 now blow wind, ſwell billow, and ſwim 
The ſtorm is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Lucilius, hark a word with you. 
[Lucilius 2% Meſſala ffand forth. 
Luc. My lord. [Brutus ſpeaks apart 10 Lucilius. 

Caſ. Mefſala, 1 

Meſ. What ſays my General ? 
_ Caf. Mala, 3 
This is my birth-day ; as this very day 5 
Was Caffius born. Give me thy hand, Mala; 
Be thou my witneſs that againſt my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to. ſet 
Upon one battel all our liberties. 8 
You know, that I held Epicurus ſtrong, 

And his opinion; now 1.change my mind; 

And partly credit things, that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt enfign 

Two mighty eagles fell; and there they perch'd; 
Gorging and feeding from our ſoldiers hands, 


Sa Cæſar fel}, auben in the Capit 1 | 

'. They gave his Body two and I hirty Wounds. ; . 
For here we muſt likewiſe correct, three and twenty. Perhaps, the 

Number might be wrote in Figures ; and thoſe nccidenta.iy tran | 


Who 


pos d. | 


the 


For I am freſh of ſpirit, an 


That govern us below. 
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Who to Philippi here conſorted us: 


This morning are they fed away and gone, 


And, in their ſteads, do ravens, crows and kites 


Fly o er our heads; and downward look on us, 
As we were ſickly prey: their ſhadows ſeem 
A canopy moſt fatal, under which 
Our army lies ready to give the ghoſt. 
2 2 not ſo. 
Ca. I but believe it partly; 
gp | reſoly'd 
To meet aibperit, very conſtantly. 
Pry. Even io, Luciliur. 
Caf. Now, moſt noble Brutus, 


The Gods to-day ftand friendly ; that we may, 


Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age! 

But fince th' affairs of men reſt ſtill uncertain, 
Let's reaſon with the worſt that may betall. 

It we do loſe this battel, then is this 


The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeak together. 


Whatare you then determined to do ? 5 
Br. Ev'n by the rule of that Philoſophy, (32) 

By which I dic blame Cato, for the death 

Which he did give himſelf; I know not how, 


But I do find it cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent 


The t..ue of life: arining my ſelf with patience, . 
To. ſtay the providence of fome high powers, 


— 


(32) Bru. Ev'n by rhe Rule.) This Speech from Plutarch our 
Shak-ſpeare has extremely ſoften d in all the offenſive parts of it; as 
any on: may ſee who conſultsthe Original : And, with no leſs Caution, 
has omitted his famous Exclamation againſt Virtue. O Virtue! I 
has: ww: ſhip” d Thee as a real Good ; but find thee only an unſubſcant 


1 
al Nane. His great Judgment in this is very remarkable, on two 
Accounts. Firſt ; in his Caution, not to give Offence to a moral 
Audience; and Secondly, as he hath hereby avoided a Fault, in 
drawing his Hero's Character. For to have had Brutus gone off the 
Stage in the manner Plutarch repreſents it, would have ſuppreſs'd 
all that Pity (eſpecially in a Chriſtian Audience 3) which it was 
the Poet's Buſineſs to raiſe. So that, as Shakeſpeare has manag'd 
e he is 22 one for the Stage as Ordipus ; 
which the Criticks ſo much admire. = 


D.2 Caf. 
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Ca/. Then if we loſe this battel, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
'Thorough the ſtreets of Rome : 
Bru. Nc, Caſſius, no; think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But this ſame day 
Muſt end that Work, the Ides of March begun ; 
And, whether we ſhall meet again, I know not; 
Therefore our everlaſting fare wel take; 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caſſiu: ! 
If we do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile; 
If not, why, then this parting was well made. 
Caſ. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus 
If we do meet again, we'll ſmile indeed; 
If not, tis true, this parting was well made. 
 _ Bru. Why then, lead on. O, that a man might know 
The end of this day's buſineſs ere it come | 
And then the end is known. Come, ho, away. 
8 1 | | [ Exeunt. 


Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. 


Bru. Ride, ride, Me/ala ; ride, and give theſe bills 
Unto the legions, on the other fide. [ Loud alarum. 
Let them ſet on at once ; for I perceive 1 
But cold demeanor in Octavius wing; 

And ſudden Puſh gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Mz/ala ; let them all come down. [ Exe. 


Alarum. Enter Caſſius and Titinius. 


Caf. O look, Titinivs, look, the villains fly ! 
Ay ſelf have to mine own turn'd enemy; 
'This enſign here of mine was turning back, 
I ſlew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early; 
Who having ſome agvantage on Ofawys, 
Took it too eagerly ; his ſoldiers fell to ſpoil, 
Whilſt we by Antony were all inclos'd. | 


Enter Pindarus. 


Pin. Fly further of, my lord, fly further off; | 
| | Fa | | Marx 


Now be a freeman; and with this — 
That ran through Cæſar's bowels, ſearch this boſom. - 
Stand not to _ here, take thou the hilt; 
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Mark Artony is in your Tents, my lord; 
Fly therefore, noble Caſas, fly far of 

Caſ. This hill is far enoug '. Lool.. look, Titinius, 
Are thoſe iny Tents, where I perceive ne fire? 

Tit. T hey ar-, my lord. 

Caſ. Titinius, if thou lov'ſt me, ä 
Mount thou m hurſe, nd hi ſe thy ſpurs in him, 
Till he have brou ht thee up to yonder troops, 

And here again; that I may reſt aſſur d, 
Whether yond troops are friend or enemy, 

Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [EZ xx, 

Caſ. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill, ”_ 
My tight was ever thick; regard Titinivs, 

And tell me what thou noteꝰſt about the fieid. 
This day I breathed firſt ; time is come round; 
And where I did begin, there ſhall I end; 
My life is run its compaſs. Now, what news ? 

Pind. Above. Oh, my lord! 

Ca/. What rews ? 

Ping. Titinius is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on the ſpur ; 

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoſt on himz 
Titinius ! now ſome light—ob, he lights too 


Hes ta'en—and hark, they ſhout for joy. (out. 


Ca/. Come down, behold no more; 
Oh, coward that I am, to live ſo long, 


To ſee my beſt friend ta'en before my face 


Enter Pindarus. . 


Come hither, ſirrah; 

In Parthia did I take thee priſoner ; 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life; 
That whatſoever IL did bid thee do, 5 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come, now keep thine oath, 


And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now, 2 
Guide thou the ſword ——Ce/ar, thou art reveng'd, : 
Ey'n with the ſword that kill'd thee. [Ailli bin/elf. 


Far from this country Pindarus ſhall run, 
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Pind. So, I am free; yet would not fo have been, 
Durſt I have done my Will. Oh, Caffus ! 


Where never Roman ſhall take note of him. [Exit. 


Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. 


Me ſ. It is but © hange, Titinius ; for Odtavius 
Is overthrown by Noble Brutus power, 
As Caſſius legions are by "ntony. | 
Tit. Theſe tidings will well comfort Caſſius. 
Me. Where did you leave him? 
Tit. All diſconſolate, | 
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 
Me/. Is not that he, that lies upon the ground? 
Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart! 
 Mef. Is not that he? | 
Tit. No, this was he, Me/ala ; 
But Caſſius is no more! Oh, ſetting Sun ! 
As in thy red rays, thou doſt fink to night, 
So in his red blood Caſſius) day is ſet; 
The Sun of Rome is ſet ! our day is gone; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done: 
Miſtruſt of my ſucceſs hath done this deed. 

Me/. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſs hath done this deed. 

Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child ! 

Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 

The things that are not ? Error, ſoon conceiv'd, 

Thou never com i unto a happ birth, 

But kill'ſt the mother that engender'd thee. 

Tit. What, Pindarus ? where art thou, Pindarus 2? 

Me/. Seek him, Titinias ; whilſt I go ro meet 
The noble Brutus, thruſting this report 
Into his ears; | may ſay, thruſting it; 

For piercing ſteel, and darts invenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
As tidings of this fight. 

Tit. Hye you, Meſala, 5 
And I will ſeek for Pindarus the while. [Exit Meſſ. 
Why didit hou ſend me forth, brave Caſſius “ 
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they 
| Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 


And. 


rite 


2 Look, if he have not crown'd dead Ca/fus ! 
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And bid me give it thee? didſt thou not hear their ſhouts ? 
Alas, thou haſt miſconftru'd ev'ry thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee ; and [ 
Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace ; 
And ſee how [ regarded Caius Caſſtus. 
By your leave, Gods —.— This is a Reman's part. 


[Stabs himſelF. 
Come, E Tus ſword, and find T:itinixs heart. L. 


Alarum. Enter Bru: us, Meſſala, young Com, —_— 


Volumnius, ard Lucilius. 


Bru. Where, where, Meſſala, doth his body lye? 
Me/. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinias face is upward. 
Cato, He is ſlain. 
Beru. Oh Julius Ceſar, thou art amighty yet! 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our ſwords 


In our own proper entrails. 8 alarums. 
Cato. Brave Titinius ! 


Bru. Are yet two Romans living,; ſuch as theſe ? 
Thou laſt of all the Romans ! fare thee well; 
It is impoſſible, that ever Rome 


Should breed thy fellow. (33) Friend, I owe more 


tears 
To this dead man, than you ſhall ſee me pay. 
I ſhall find time, Caſſius, I ſhall find time——— 
Come, therefore, ( 34) and to Thafſos ſend his body. 1 
15 


(33) - - Friends, Towe more Tears 
| To this dead Man.] This Paſlage ( but FRE I know not ) 
ſeems twice to have been ſneer'd in Beaumont and Fletcher's Knigot 
of the burning Peſtle. Luce crying over Faſper, her Sweethezrt, ſup- 
pos d dead, ſays; | 
Good Friends, depart a little, whilſt I take 
My Leave of this dead Man, that once I lv d. 
And Maſter Humphry, before, ſays to Luce. 
Icare not at what Price; for, an my Word, it 
Sball be repaid again, although it coſt me 
More than T'!l 1 peak of now. - - - - 
(34) - - - anda Tharſus end bis Body, J Thus all the Editions 
hitherto, 


| Appian, Dion Catlius, Oe. : 
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His funeral ſhall not be in our Camp, 


Left it diſcomfort us. Lucius, come: 
And come,. young Cate ; .let us to. the field. 
Labio, and Flauius, ſet our battels on. | 


_ 'Tis three o clock ; and, Romans, yet ere night 


We ſtall try fortune in a ſecond fight. [Exeunt. | 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, Cato, Lucilius, and” 
Flavius. : 


Dru. Yet, Countrymen, oh yet, hold up your heads. 
| Cato. What baſtard doth not? who will go with me? 
I will proclaim my name about the field. 

I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho! 
A fee to tyrants, and my Country's friend. 
I am the Son of Marcus Cate, ho Z 


| Enter Soldiers and fight. 


Bru. And 1 am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I; 
Brutus, my Country's friend ; know me for Brutus. 
5 | 7 | DLE * it o 

Luc. Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why, now thou dieſt as bravely as Titinius ; 
And may'ſt be honour'd, being Cate's Son. 

Sold. Yielw, or thou dieſt. | 

Luc. Only I \ield to die; 


There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight; 
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 


Sold, We muſt not. A Noble Priſoner! 


| Euter Antony. 
2 Sold. Room, ho tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 
1 Sold. I'll tell the news, here comes the General: 


Brutus is ta en, Brutus is ta'en, my Lord. 


Ant. Where is he * 


very ignorantly. But the whole Tenor of Hiſtory warrants us 0 
write, as I have reſtorad the Text, Thaſſes. - - - Tharſos was a 
Town of Ci{icia, in Ala Minor: and is it probable, Hrutus could 
think of ſending Caſſius's Body thither out of Thrace, where they 
were now incagmp'd ? Thaſſos, on the contrary, was a little Ifl- lying 
cloſe upon Thrace, and at but a ſmall Diſtance from Pbilippi „to which 
the Body might very commodiouſly be tranſported, Vid. Plutarch, 


Lus. 


to 


A prize no [fs in worth; keep this man ſafe, 


And ſee if „ 
And bring us 


Dru. OME, poor Remains of friends, reſt on 


He came not back, he is or ta'en, or ſlain. 


I. is a deed in faſhion. Hark thee, Cn. 
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Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is ſafe enough. 
I dare aſſure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 
The Gods defend him from fo great a ſhame ! 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Bratus, like himſelf. 
Ant This is not Brutus, friend, but I aſſure you, 


Give him all kindneſs. I had rather have 
Such men m friends, than enemics. Goon, 
«ij be alive or dead ; 

rd unto Ocauius Tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd, LE xeunt. 


SCENE charges to e part of the 
Field. 


1 nter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and Volum- 


nius. 


this rock. 
Ci Faria ſhew'd the torch- light, but, my Lord, 


Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus; ſlaying is the word; 


| [/Vhifpering. 
Ci. What F, my Lord ? no, not for all rhe world. 
Bru. Peace then, no words. | 
Ci. IIl rather kill my ſelf. 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius ! 
Dar. I do ſuch a deed ? 
Cli. Oh Dardanius ! 
c 
Cli. What ill requeſt did Brutzs make to * ? 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus : look, he meditates. 
Cli. Now is that noble Veſſel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volummius; lift a word, 
Val. What ſays my Lord? 
Bru. Why, this, Volumn. us; BEE 
The Ghoſt of Cæſar bath appear d to me _—_ 
| a a 


6 „ 
„ 
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Two ſeveral times by night; at Sardis, once; 
And. this laſt night, he e in Philippi fields. 
I kr:.', my hour is come. | 

Vol. Not io, my Lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſeeſt the world, Volumnius, how it goes; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit:  (MAlarum. 
It is more worthy to leap in our ſelves, 
Than tarry, *till they puſh us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know'ſt, that we two went to'ſchaol together 
Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee, 


Hold thou my ſword's hilt, while I run dn it. 


Vol. That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord. 

[ Alarum fill. 
Cl. Fly, fly, my Lord; there is no tarrying here. 
Bra. Farewel to you and you, and you, Volumnius. 


Strato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep; 


(35) Farewel to thee too, Sfrato. Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true te me. | 

I ſhall have Glory by this loſing day, 


More than O&avius, and Mark Antony, 
Buy this vile Conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 


So, fare you well at once; for Brutus tongue 

Hath almoſt ended his liſe's hiſtory. — 

Night hanys upon mine eyes, m, bones would reft, 

That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 

= [I [larum, Cry within, fly, fly, fly. 
Cli. Fly, my Lord fly. is 8 
Bru. Hence; I will follow thee. 


I pr'ythee, Strate, ſta thou by thy Lord; 


Thou art a Fellow of a good reipect; | 
Thy life hath had ſome ſmatch of honour in't. 
Hold then my ſword, and turn away thy face, 
While ] do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 

Stra. Give me your hand fuſt fare you well, 

: my Lord. EL | 

(35) Farewel to thee, to Strato, Countrymen ;] Thus has this 
Paſſage all along been abſurdly pointed, to the Praiſe of our intelli- 
gent Editors, I had corrected it long ago; but am, notwithſtanding, 


to make my Acknowledgments to an anonymous Gentlemen, who, 
unknowingly concurr d with me; and advis'd the Correction of the 


Pointing, as it is ao. reformed, by Letter. | 
Bru. . 


”. 


—— 
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Bru. Farewel, good Strato; -— Ceſar, now be ſtill: 
I kilPd noe thee "Sith hai fo goal a wht. ee 
| He runs on his fevord, and Jie, 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Anton, Octavius, M 
Lucilius, and the Ar — 


Octa. What Man is that ? 
MNMeſ. My Matter's Man. Strate, where is thy Maſter? 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Maſala; 
The Conqu rors can but make a fue of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himſelf; | 
And no man elſe hata honour by his death. 
Luc. So Brutus ſhould de found. I thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haſt prov'd Lucius Saying true, 
O Oaa. All that ferv'd Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
Stra. Ay, if Meſala will prefer me to you. 
Ota. Do ſo, good Meſſala. EL 
Meſ. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. I held the (word, and he did run on it. 
 Meſ. OF&avius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſi ſervice to my Maſter. 
Ant. This was the aobleſt Roman of them all: 


All the (onſpirators, fave only he, | 


Did Chat they did in envy of great Ceſar : 
He, only, in a general honelt thought, : 
An common Good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So wixt in him, that Nature might ſtand up. 
And ſay to a!) the World; © Tnis was a Man! 
 Oga. According to his virtue, let us uſe him; 
With all rcipect, and rites of burial. | 
Wihin my Tent his bones to night ſhall lye, 
Moſt like a Soldier, order d honourably. 
So call the field to Reſt; and let's away, 
To part the Glories of this happy day. 
NT 5 LE xeunt exmes, 
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